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O-O-OH Santa — 
1 just love that 


Microsheen shine! 


Miss Microsheen, ond every other slick chick, recognize quolity when they see it 
They know ot a glance that o MICROSHEEN shine “stands out”—tells the world 
you're really going places. So for the holidays—ond before every dote oll yeor 
‘round — be sure your shoes hove that well-groomed “million dollor" MICROSHEEN 
look. Buy a con today. And ask Sonto to slip а соп in your stocking. 


GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN STAIN BOOT POLISH 


Black + Brown + Tan - Oxblood - Cordovan - Mahogany - Blue - Red + Neutral я 
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VIVA IVERSEN 


that William Iversen is 
the funniest writer 1 have ever read! At 
the start he fools you imo thinking he is 

y an amiable ramble, but all the time 


up his heavy artillery 
for the Sunday punch! More power to 
the author ob The Power of Positive 


Thinking and to те лувоу for discover 
ing him. 
Freeman 15 Price 
New York, N. У. 


ıckles from William Iver 
ning, interview aboard the 
in The Power of Positive 
Thinking. The question raised by the 
subtitle (Scattered Brainstorms, Clearing 
Toward Morning) is: when does 
ing" come? Oops, killer phrase. 
bells for me— exit Schwartz 

Lt. jg. Allan Schwartz, USNR 

San Diego. California 


Where'd you get Iversen? 1 thought 
the breed of honesttoGed funny men 
had vanished! Now you come along with 
the real thing in full possesion of his 
onsiderable isibilistic prowess. Ве 
lieve me, 1 caused something of a public 
uriosity when 1 laughed aloud at his 
The Power of Positive Thimking while 
оп а train. Overpay hi 
hatever it 


ing lor you. 


D. Bender 
Chicago, Minois 

Overpaid, wooed and up to his ean in 
Playmates, Iversen returns this mouth 
with “The Sinister Trade Mark Plot 


SUPER PLAYMATES 
Except for the fact that the Play 
mates look like supermarket. checke 
girls. глупо has matured inte the fin- 
est entertainment. publication available 
хо literate adults. 
5, Gambon 
Tenally, New Jersey 


You have reached the peak of perfec 


have been knocking around for 30 odd 


îa takes 0 
tured (at le 
а gil with enough physical cha 
capture and hold any n 

the qualities th 
donish. 


MILLER DIGS CYNTHIA 
The article and phoıos on The Girls 
of Shepherd Market (January) 1 found 
exceedingly interesting. Is she still at it, 
1 wonder — Cynthia Wiliams? 
Henry Miller 
Big Sur, Calitornia 
We're uncertain ax to whether Cyn- 
thia is Mill “al и" but were sure shell 
be pleased 10 learn that the author of 
“Tropic of Cancer” “Tropic of Capri 
com,” etc., is interested. 


UNMERRY WIDOW 

Your review of the movie The Incred- 
ible Shrinking Man was quite good, ex- 
‘cept for one thing. Scou Carey did not 
battle a black widow spider, known to 
the zoological taxonomists as Latrodec- 
tus mactans. Black widows just don't 
live in California in the area the story 
took place, and even if they did, they 
wouldn't be found im а cellar — they 
just ain't domestic animals — rather 
they would be found under brush in а 
wooded 


Gene Shuster 

Philadelphia, Penna. 
We must admit the movie spider 
looked more like a tarantula, but it's 


n black widow in the novel on which the 
fim is based; and the Britannica has this 
lo say about black widows: Ex 
tremely common im the southern and 
southwestern US . . . has occasionally 
heen found as Jar worth as the southern 
belt of Canada .  . Builds its web 

in basements and dark corners of homes.” 


SPORTS CARS 


MY SIN 


+... а most 


provocative perfume! 


LANVIN 


de би Во has от 


Knowledgeable people buy Imperial 
—and they buy it by the case 


Whiskey by Hiram Walker 
ENI 


ed records Гуе ale 
on your side on all your ar- 
might have had any c 
very about any part of them, But wh 
Y npened to The Compleat Sports Car 
Stable and saw your pick of the six cars. 
1 really blew my stack! Pye yet to sec 
а Third do all the th u say. ît 
can do, lt can't corner, the gas n 
int good, it doesn't have с 
snap from 000 (without drastic modif 
) to compete with any foreign car 
i, is poorly put together. M is ju 
for a poor man who Tikes ко think 
sports car fan, As proof 1 offer 
Mis: when sports cars paw exh other, 
they wave ar recognize euch other in 
same way, Nobody who is a sports cur 
owner will vecugnize a T-Bird. You 
choice should have been а Corvette. 
Gary Turner 
nd, Саше 


1 have always considered тлувоу to 
he у complete authority for 
young men such as myself. However, 
was both amazed and dixippoim 
find that in your April issue the Thus 
was rated as a 
car, while its supe 
ır, the Corvette. was со 
cal, Why this almost un- 
on your parè 
Chuck Walters 


At ше 


moment I 
wave of nausea as a result of your 
ticle The Compleat Sports Car Stable. 
You did a fine job in covering some of 
the finest sports cars available- with one 
tion—amd apparently you must be 


icm built sports c 
ic now. has been ste 
from a wellknown Bird. 


"Certainly the 
Chevrolet Corvette has proved Изей on 


every track and n 
averted ок 


ul from Cuba to air 
lor drag races in 
he fine state of Washington, and ver 
you have the utter audacity to put the 

d in the same class as the 
he Super, Jaguar and Mercedes- 
Benz 3008L. 


чк 0 


John G. Kiefer 
Baltimore, Maryland 


Your article on sports cars war ex 
cellent, Photography unsinpased. My 
only regret is that the articles have been 
too few, Playboys like myel think of 
only two items, Playmates and sports 
can, Each has its own special appeals 
and excitements 


I newly fell out of my chair when 1 
saw a Thunderbird smugly sitting there 
among the elite of the sports car work. 
Кеп Purdy must be out of his head even 
to let a Thunderbird breathe the same 
air, Also what happened to the Cor 


vette—the only true sports car the US 
makes? It should have been in the place 


As onc of th 
owners was cm 
by yo 


iderably taken aha 
of my favorite. am 
from its success im co» 
h both Mercedes and Jaguar, 
ак consist 

i the best the Dearborn 
ne yet produced for the 
plic. То judge from the find. 
Road aud 
~ the Corvette is capable 
М some levan-hour higher top 
speed than the Глина, as well as better 
acceleration in any gear. At speed. the 
undisputedly better handling Corvette 
has a roadability, maneuverability and 
feel unequaled by the softersprung T 
Вич, whose abortively high steering ra- 
such a 

1 like w 


mobile. Aside 
petition w 


tio can be positive 
ile. 1 wou 


speed tourer, with the T-Bird relegated 
to the role of spo 


ıs town car: its power 
coping 
with traffic, while the Corvette performs 
best when driven hard like thc high 
speed machine it was designed to be. 
Aside from the usual congratul: 
a well written and interesting magazine 
may | ask why you arc periodically 
tempted to entice the average gı 
such mouthwatering but financially 
touchable tidbits as the penthouse apart 
re bred 


Beıhlehcı 


surprised 10 
МС or ıhe Gor 


fine 


the only пие Ameri 
of the lineup. As a 
Chest Corvette owner and a Pinoy 
reader. | refuse to give up either one, 
so tell Ken Purdy ıo please do a litle 
тем article. 
Copt. Buddy Kopp. 
Fe Worth, Texas 


1d Kem Purdy clasúly the 
derhind ax a sports car when eve 
julaciurer docs mot Label it as 


Ray Wilon 
Detroit. Mich. 

Purdy referred to Ford's own defini 
tion of the T-Bird as a “personal car” 
ul addled, “That's sehat the Thunder 
bird îs. His not, in Ше elassie definition, 


lowlspeoker logie. 
Jor the newcomer 


to high fidelity 


PART П 
the extended range londspeaher 


The кебине in 
ose trc th tib 
Ду nem ts е 
eremi whieh 
ocres vnd. An 
icis etii 
iral eom ln p= 
Sr sehen ees 
the оазисе 
vico The qual 
‘your loud 
i rely determine the quality of 
independent subes 


Ап дун ебе have many parts 
du Sum. They ar all mate win a rue 
A permanent angorî, а cune, and a veiet 
Sell Yer ae er bite the od 
earn tne tle model rad and a re 
e калу ранки знат c a 
И а barn Gexte 
S clock and a зе пача. 
lens dla desten, la material, and 
An chen craftmanship. 


James Bı Laming Sound, Inc, тшй 

TEL Signature Бенін produce 

ral ch edis cael be уну Вей i az 
den 


dur mode ef биче alinm run 
Sh eta ond am 


ux той. 
мн 


‘Some ond alie om a cani ог и a lie 


every note a perfect quote 


Q^ 
JAMES B. LANSING SOUND, INC. 


2039 FLETCHER DRIVE, LOS ANGELES 28, CALIF 


FOR ADDED SUMMER PLEASURE о sports car” He felt it was а good iden 


to include at least one buggy with sports 
car styling that, unlike the vest on lis 
fist, can be repaired almost anywhere in 
the US. То have included the Corvette 
would have been ta duplicate the tine 
tested Jag, and Ken made clear that ench 
ө his choices served a separate and di 
imet purpose in the allsound spotr 
cur stable. Both Purdy and тлуму 
think enough of Chevvolet's Corvette to 
be readying û special article on the cur. 


NIGHT RIDE 
IL were able to write well enough to 
express fully how wonderful 1 thought 
Nicht Ride, by Charles Beaumont, wa, 
T t6 write this — Fd be 
the mint hat diis guy is 
10 make, He's too 


Tom Paxton 
University ог Oklahoma 
Norman, Okla, 


Займу to compliment Charles 
‘on his fabulous piece, Night 
Ride, M ever there was a 
aster of the short story. that 
writer is Beaumont. Не creates living 
stories. Never hive 
who can make his char 


Huntsville, Ala. 


Your stories are fine, your cartoons are. 
but your color illustration [or 
pones Night Ride by Zeke 


TRANS-WORLD AMBASSADOR 


AM-FM-SHORT WAVE PORTABLE with Marine Band E See 


1 masterpiece by Europe's largest manufacturer of radios. Now you 


can dial brilliant FM and AM reception in ary location tune in the world in seconds 1 particularly enjoyed Night Kide by 
топ powerful short wave bard---receive Coast Guard and weather reports on new les Beaumont, Не seems to have 
marine band. 


captured the mannerisms 
any jaz musicians 

them fit nicely to the 
in this story. Mis insi 


jargon of 


Battery and A.C, operation: separate bass-iecble controle: rechargeable betters; Pa made 


telescoping dipole antenna: slated front cover. etched elkskin syetbetic leather 
finish; Tyrolean Green or Sunser Beige . . - > Meer иза 


he ever was a jazz 

EX Murano | he has ever пача w аир? 
== И Sec ме pa at 

T UNIVERSATILE Pearl Найки 
~ | РОНТАВЊЕ, АОТОМАПС | Nope In fact. the author of "Night 
| + 4-SPEED PHONOGRAPH | Ride” and “Mack Gountry” confess: 
| Tha Narina German impor con. | “(What the helî do I Anaw abunt jaza, 
ES ine revdarerory nen Колика wih | anyway? For ycan Ive bern a collector 
ee ВВ габата Tie bs homes | of clouinl recorda, and even none 1 don't 
pom N пољани ri eee | bme more than а handful of pz disc 


А ака Tina | Cs those classical cats, like Prokofen 


po^ o elo ec fani isi diet ее 
EZ а ема М самт anê men | which, critica have said of Ий jazz stories 


That they “fairly sing. like a hoarıe trum: 
чыз. dn Combictien Cocoa Brown. 
anê bap Care scc ита | рег playing the blues," seem “Lo h 


2 eese ми 
MAJESTIC INTERNATIONAL аскон И psi E пие 
ana Ев CORPORATION | MORELOS | ind pete ae 
пиела Berker arjen 


In New York, visit cur exhibinon solon. 25 W. 37th Sirert. off Filth Акене a 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


У иштети trend toward rear window car 
шаша bearing ach caw 
A as “Made in Teva by Тема“ 
Wal, iss ов иий справе were 
wot Volkivagen taunting а" 
der Bk ан 
ет 
пабе pecking that i var "Made in 
Pasadena by Litfe Ok Ladies” Were 
wil прсте sla à decrepit Мода T 
Чы digg aroun biwa wih е Kerê 
fale A rica by Ше Ape” A beg 
vei ти Готан pure а 
“Made in пе Virgin 
pedum 
mer in LÀ, declares, ви wicker that 
Me gy var “Made în the Smag y the 
mind 
the LA. igh 
Nake arog Ноя 
up wih di ue 
ре 
па ne йону Майна Сили 
Т “нар Sump Ош 


You 
teasers isn’t keeping on top of the news. 
No sooner had the handculls 
pol on New York's mad bomber 
than а sign went up in front of a 52nd 
Street. might spot announcing the ap 
pearance of ‘The Mad Bumper. Not to 

the Chicago м 
m exotic as The 


y the current пор of strip- 


be outdone, one ol 
joints billed an Egypt 
a Suipper. 


As а boon to those sul rightened 
lew who are determined to whittle down. 
on their cigarette consumption, we зи 
get formation of Smokers. Anon 
an organization: that works like this: 
you're moping d the а 


unge for a puff comes 
What jou do ás call up a 
brother member of the club; he drops 
everything and rushes over to your pad. 
Then Бой of you go out and get drunk. 


олег yo 


Оп our last trip to New You 
stopped off at onc of the heiter bistros 
in the East Forties catering to the UN 


caught on big. ande 
and it's made by filling a cocktail glass 
nearly full with the best London gi 
then carefully floating a spoonful of 
Julian Vermouth on top. Accomplished 
drinkers can, by changing their 
~ vary the proportions of each 
swallow to suit the taste. We were iı 
pressed by this novelty — until (research 
ers at heart) we inquired among some 
British cousins what they knew ol its 
and were told with icy disdain 
that Ginand-It is not new at all. © 
п fact. where 


FILMS 


No sooner Вай we called atte 
the current Fashion of excerptng û 
dean halves of ribald phrases for book 
titles (Playboy After Hours, April 1957) 
than both William Iversen and Preston 
Sturge» performed this service upon the 
ical couplet: Iversen for a satire 
May isme, Sturges for а jolly 
lcd The French They Are А Funny 
made in France, TTA. 
HER. is replete with the same wacki 
Ж Hollywood films 
The Lady Eve, 
With good 
the most British of 


new that made St 
(The Great MeGinty 
аш) so delightful 
Jack Buchan 


cx Majors, Martine Carol as his delec 
table French ийе of a wife, and Noe 
Noël as the archetypical Frenchman, this 
jectious trio has a go at а dosen-odd 
айлоо human shibboleths that have 
helped make France the second home, 
spiritually, of every mon-Frenchman, 
Derived from Pierre Daninoy bestseller, 
The Notebooks of Major Thompson, 
the film lampoons both English and 
French with equal good humor. “Talk. 
about entente cordiale! 


Seint Joon should certainly be «cen de- 
spite (1) the inadequacy of a soppy screen- 
play thrown to the movies by a writer 
(Graham Greene) who knows better, (2) 
lmost total lack of visual cloqucnce, 
But we 
lovely 
try and lor the 
hear on the screen 
words glittering with irony and pity. И 
is film will not supplant Dreyers La 
Passion de Jeanne d'Arc, which burst on 
world in 1929, it will serve, 
nevertheless, to bring a vast film au 
dience a play of the most overwhelming 
sion, injured here by truncation, 
hut not fatally so, Doubtless, in even 
the most successful ransfilming of Joan, 
the hero would still be Shaw, 


Sereen newcomer Ben Gazzara docs 
right well by Jocka de Paris, ihe mean, 
reptilian "hero" ol The 
he filmed version of Calder 
Willingham’s novel and play, End as a 
Man. But, then, he should. This is the 
tole which, on the stage, first brought Gaz 
zara public attention and, later, acclaim: 
he's lad. plenty of time to bone up on 
As a military academy upper 
who tortures rookies, gets an 
innocent boy expelled, and nearly suc- 
ceeds in having a top faculty officer 
Kicked out on his bras, Gs 


PLAYBOY 


«йй 
Bourbon 


Y Schenley 


Kentucky Straight Bourbon 


Uhiskey 
BOTTLED BY SCHENLEY DismILLERS, mc. 


ть 43 the next stop beyond perfection. 


35 PROOF 
Also Available: Grand Champion Bourbon, Twelve Years Old. 


study in suave, softsp 


To please the censors, th 
angle of the original ha 
down, thus lesenin 
Notwithstandlin 


Confidenio Report ix a 
ılvanized and luriomly 
а shady bunch of in 


living by their vin 
in the postwar chaos of Europe. Wit 
ten and directed 

nce by Welles, 

by а superlative 
Paxinou. Akim Т 
grave and Welles, hinwell, it is a plea 


the film into a novel called Mr 
(Playboy After Hours, June 195 
less happy results 


THEATRE 


By popular standards, French ра. 


wright Georges Feydeau, who died in 


adapter and 
director, got hold of bis Nod. Pedes 


(at the Henry Miller, 124 W. rd), and 


makes a panle of passes at Angela Lan 
bury, who is the wife of John Emery, a 
dy daddy 


Parisin 
а pack of Mack Sennett 
cops descend on the hotel, Lali and his 


lady love are in uneasy residence; а 


Byng. shows up with a 


of teen-age daughter 
Jeton Carpenter signs in 
pile French maid who plans to 


give him his first lesson in practical biok 
ogy. Everybody gets in everybody's һай. 


в boy gimlets a hole through 


incidentally. snafles а pound 


rom Lahr. who happens to be 
plaster. Bert Lahr is ове 


rump a 


of the theatre's great comedians. There 


are not many of the traditional funny 


men left, and Lahr 
and experience. Without him, 
would be musing muses 
with hin 

Days, when а comic did not need 
writer in his hip pocket. 


BOOKS 


The Innocent Ambonoder (Rinehart 
$1.95) is the account of a trip that took 
Philip Wylie and spouse co Hawaii to 
view their first grandchild amd, charac- 

by way 


Although Wylie 
cerned with the attitudes toward Amer 
ica, and the inroads of Commu 
critical arcas, his book iy a 
blend of tom 
perso 
ims go abroad,” 
they will find to their hor 
ger great cities without mashed or 
Trench fried potatoes and whole m. 
"Though. 
Tul of the ideological wash of the Com 
t tide, Wylie still found time to 
cession of attractive Japanese girls sang, 
danced and simultancously removed 
their kimonos with un oriental insinua 
tion. Through all his wanderings, fro 
China to India, from the land of Canaan 
1o Italy. Welies trained eye amd car 
с caught the Kaleidoscope of vivid 
insights and assorted enjoyments which 
с the condiments for observations 
ıd comments lew easily digested. As 
an ambassador, Mr. Wylie isn't quite as 
innocent as the book tide indicates 


ny А 


А peek at the peccadillos peculiar to 
¢ country club set is afforded in John 
d's droll expos, tile wt Happy 
„lı (Litde, Brown, 5.73). Through a 
sheaf of letters Irom a boarıl member to 
the president emeritus, we see that life 
long the sand traps is по cinch, For 
‘one thing, there's the problem of the 
newer club (Hard Hollow) with an on 
theball membership committee thi 
seems to corral all the welltodo, There 
is the inefficient old barkeep who cant 
be canned became too many venerable 
members have made biı 
while in their cups. Then there's the 
distinguished scion whose capers 
caused the club certai 
alter all, one could 
with the exuber 
fine Family who thought it proper to 
cet the dawn with а bonfire 
by two costly couches. Such is the мив 
ol strife at Happy Knoll, and Mr. Mar 
quand has obviously enjoyed wri 


lot of golfers and 


mon gollers alike will enjoy his inoffen 


When there's pleasure dri 
Dauphine is always first choice! The nimble 
Dauphine has a carefree way 

goes 


*Let's take the 


this trip!” 


ih the road that 


the Dauphine's handy front luggage compartment, get b 


the wheel and relax. Makes even workaday drivi 


Those 40-odd miles to the gallon are someth 


un. 
ye ol pleasure, too, With your 


other car or as your only car. the 5-passenger Dauphine sedan at "1645. FOB, 
New York, is worth a good close look. Renault sales-servier-parts agencies are 


everywhere. For the ne 


est, write RENAULT OF FRANCE, 425 Pork Avenue, New York 22. 


THE 
BEST 
FROM 
PLAYBOY 
and 
PLAYBOY 
ANNUAL 


АИ ahe best foes Ще first 
daro yrors of ravno: 

ficti сойот und. 

Satire by Caldwell, Beaumont, 
Cole, Shulman ıi ul, plus 
dole heat of other 
‘entertaining fectus. 

ger boh for your library 
plus severe extras аз ft 
150 each 

oth for $4.50 

send check to 
PLAYBOY BOOK ОЕРТ. 
212 E. Ohio Street 
Chicago 11, Ill. 


Васа 
"ве Jazz 1228 


playboy readers’ 
favorite jazz artist” 


GERRY MULLIGAN 
on pacific jazz 


of course! 


Heor "The Gerry Mul 
Jet in Boston” (P1226) 
SEND FOR тиг CATALOG. 

PACIFIC JAZZ Records 


3255 Бона Bhd. Los Angeles 46, Call 


PLAYEOY 


10 


nothing 


makes 

a woman 
more 
feminine 


to a man 


L'ALMANT 


PARFUM BY 


COTY 


sive poke at brassicmashie living. 


DINING-DRINKING 


As every mythology bulf knows, the 
Gate of Horn вози the Abode of Sleep. 
that drowsy, cloudy mansion in which 
all dreams come tru. Bibbers who 
wend their way to Chicago's un mytho- 
logical Gote of Moen (753 N. Dearborn) 
will fund this basement bastion very 
much awake, and happily dedicated 10 
the furtherance of folk music. A small 
modern art 
ıe” дише! 
h tables and chairs comprise the 
ıe, with simple. comfortable decor the 
Keynote throughout, Thoe who are 
hungry in body cam order charcoalcıl 
ger, steak ос brockwurst sand 
wiches; those with a more cerebral 
‘can listen to fivestring banjos, sixatring 

s and 46<ıring harps, tho 
at the same time. The bb 
ladcers behind all that hardware arc 
liable vo include the likes of Bob G 
son. Theodore Bikel, Big Bill Broonzy, 
Jo Марс, or 

m. The 
brightly) every day at five and the Gate 
swings mightily ull four next mom, 
Favorite hot weather nightcap there 
abouts is titled The Gate, and in it кос 
а big slug of Pernod, couple of cubes, 
a quarter of lime and a splash of sonic. 


RECORDS 


tol W816). You 
annoying to share y 


uy find най 
певале with 


hile. especially. o 
ç like Serenade 
Ghost of a Chance. 


Biggest jarz project of its kind ıo date 
is The Encydopedia of Јеша on Records (Decca 
DXF M0) Pur together by 

Jan Editor Leonard. Feathe 

piled the same name book. 
four LPs titled Jazz oj the 3 
and 504, all the way In 
Morton's King Por 

thr 


чь, 304, 40s 


Jelly кой 
Stomp 


able singly. Our preference: the 10s set, 
with Kenton, Cole. Hawking, MeSha 
Shaw, Tatum. Holiday, Hampton, Не 
man and Eldridge. 


Late 


Mozart's Ше he composed avo 
pieces for accompanied clarinet — а con 
«епо and а quintet. Both are richly 
meh 
upbeat mi 
featuring 
available wgether on a wellreconled 
LP (Victor LM-S0 ıd a mere le 
ion of composer, com 
would he hanl 
certo (hey ol A: К, 62 
animan is backed by the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra, Charles Mu 
up. For the quintet in the same key 
(К. 581) Beuny's sidemen are the boys of 


the Orchestras м 1 When ВС 


years ago, И was considered a no 
ly: by now. his musicianship and the 
fact that a jaz mer can be equally 
serious about jazz and classical are taken 
for granted. But you can't take his por 
ic on this platter fo 


together on one LP, А Chiles Garden of 
Feeberg (Capitol 1 The rubber 
tonsiled Stan howls, growls, tan, 
shricks and husks through devs 
takeolls on Elvis (Нел ис 
Johnny Ray (Tr), Jack Webb (St 
George and the Diagonet, our favorito, 
soap operas (John and Marsha), French 
singers in general (Сем Si Bon, wherein 
he reproduces the wobbly tremolo of 
the typical chanteur to a [aretheowell) 
and several other aspects 

world, Some of the selections are soso, 
but a reassuring majority are hoo, 


4 purveyor of subtly 
Is, Red Norvo, js with us 
w LP of his own called Mi Five 
(Victor 1120), Red has been discovering 
ıt new talents since back in (he 
s when he brought Eddie Sau 
ıt of по 
Rogers 
in the Forties); so it’s hardly amazing 
that Hob Drasmin, the young Пие on 
these sds, displays a lower 
rise high in the hierarchy of the new 
zz. Red's gentle vibes are a delight 
a» always, en Soft Winds, Confessin’, 
Move, с. 


which the 
bone and foreground for a star-laden LI 

ing Ману Paich av arranger and 
ictor. Herb Geller, Harry Edison, 
Herb. Ellis et al. make it a solo com 
topis toa. while Ray's awn work Ва 
ready reminder of his role as succes 
sor to the Jimmy Blanton, 
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nded on Porcosito. and who sub- 
scribed to a popular science magazine, 
thought he had discovered the Mising 
Link the creature that was neither 
man mor аре, The fint skeleton he 
found had à subhuman appearance. The 
thorax was capacious enough to contain 
а small barrel: the arms were remark 
ably long. amd the legs little and 
‘crooked, ‘The bones of the hands, the 
feet and. the jaw were prodigiously 
strong and thick. But then, not far 
away ~ it В only а little island - in a 
dump of bushes, he found another 
skeleton, of a man who, when he was 
alive could not have been much mote 
than two feet tall 

"here were other bones: bones of 
pigs birds and fishes: and also the 
seutered bones of another wan who 
must have been no taller than the other 
Tittle man. These boues were smashed 
io pieces and strewn over an area of 
several square yards. Wildly excited, 
happy as а schoolboy reading а mystery 
story, the Captain (his name was Ох 
lord) went deeper into the wore shel- 
tered part of Porcosito, where a high 
hump of rock rises in the form of a 
"hog back and shelters a lite hollow 
place from the wind that blows off the 
sea, There he found the ruins of a 
стаде hut. 

"The roof, which must have been made 
of grass, or light canes, had disappeared. 
The birds had come in and pecked 
clean the white boncs of a woman. Most 
of her hair was still there, caught in a 
track into which the wind had blown 
it ог the draft had pulled it, dt was 
Jong and fair hair. The leather grouch- 
bag, which had hung about her neck, 
жаз Dying on the floor in the region of 


AUS the Captain of the ship who 


the lower vertebrae, which were scat- 
tered like thrown dice, This human 
skeleton had no arms and no legs. Cap- 
tain Oxford had thc four sets of bones 


În his log a minute account 
poration of the tiny island of Porcosito. 
He believed that he had discovered 
something unexplainable. 

He was disappointed. 

“The underwriters of Lloyds, in Lon- 
don, had. with their usual punctilious 
mes, paid the many thousands of 
pounds for which the steamship Anna 
Maria had been insured, after she went 
down near Pig Island, as sailors called 
the place. The Anna Maria had gone 
down with all hands in a hurricane. The 
captain, ыбыз. pawengers, cargo and 
crew had been written off as lost. Fara- 
gut's Circus was on board, traveling to 
Mexico. 

Captain Oxford had not found the 
remains of an unclasifed species of 
overgrown, undergrown and  limbless 
monsters. He had found the bones of 
Gargantua the Horror, Tick and Tack 
the Tiny Twins, and Lalovette. 

Tick and Tack were tiny, but they 

А casual observer sees only the little 
mess of midgets, so that they all look 
alike. Tick was born in England, and 
his real name was Greaves. Tack, who 
‘was born in Dijon, Brittany, was the 
son of a poor innkeeper named Kerou- 
aille. They were about 25 inches tall, 
but wellformed, and remarkably agile. 
so that they made an attractive dancing 
team, They were newcomers to the 
Circus, and 1 never saw them. 

But 1 have seen Gargantua and Lalou- 
ette; and so have hundreds of thousands 
of my readers, Gargantua the Horror 


пу women's dreams, Не 
was, indeed, half as strong and twice as 
ugly as а gorilla, А gorilla is not ugly 
according to the gorilla wandard of 
beauty; Gargantua was ugly by any reck: 
oning. Не did not look like a man, 
and he did not quite resemble an ape. 
He was aflicied by that curious disease 
of the pituitary gland which the en. 
docrinologists term acromegaly. Tho 

is a well-known wrestler who has 

Something goes wrong with one of th 
‘glands of internal secretion, so that the 
growth of the bones runs out of control. 
dı can happen to anyone. It could hap. 
pen to we, or to you; and it produces a 
really terrifying ugliness. Gargantua, as 
it happened, was by nature a man of 
terrible strength; George Walsh has wold 
me that he might have been heavy 
weight weightlifting champion of the 
world. An astute promoter realized that 
there was money in his hideousness: so 
Реку Robinson rechristened himself 
Gargantua the Horror, grew a beard — 
which came out im tufts like paint 
brushes all over his face —and became 
а wrestler. As a wrestler he was too 
sweet-natured and silly, so he drifted 
into a side show. Naked to the waist, 
wearing only a bearskin loindoth, he 


back a platform upon which a fat ınan 
sat playing a grand piano. That same 
evening I saw Lalouctte, 

T would not have seen her i T had not 
been in the company of a beautiful and 
capricious woman who said, when I told 
her 1 had a prejudice against going 10 
sare at freaks, that if 1 would not come 
with her she would go in alone. So 1 
bought the tickets and we went into 
the booth, Lalouette was an aristocrat 


MISTRESS OF PORCOSITO 


fiction BY GERALD KERSH niusmanon nv јон goes 


on the island of pigs, there dwelt four monsters . . . 
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among freaks. She drew great crowds. 
Having been born without arms end 
legs she had cultivated her lips and 
teeth, and the muscles of her neck, back, 
and stomach so that she could dress ber- 
self, wash herself. and, holding а brush 

her lips paint а pretty 


letter in clear round longhand. They 
called her Lalouctte because she could 


like a bird. One had the impression 


that she could de anything but comb 
her hai 


She could even move а little, 
"g her weight forward and 
in a strange rolling motion. 
Lalouette painted a lite picture while 
we watched und xang a little song, and 
my lady friend and 1, overcome with 
admiration and with rend that 
a woman of her accomplishment might 
have been one of the greatest women in 
Europe if the Lord in His wisdom had 
seen fit to make her whole. For she was 
а lady, superbly educated, and extremely 
beautiful =a blonde with great black 
eyes and magnificent hair of white gold. 
But there she was, а freak on a turn 
table: nothing but a Бойу and a head, 
weighing, 50 pounds. 

Thad some conversation with her: she 
spoke five languages with perfect flu- 
tency and had read many books. Inquir- 
ing into her history 1 learned that she 
came of а noble, ancient, overbred 
Viennese family. Indeed, royal blood 
тап in her veins, and some fortune- 
teller had told her mother the Countess 
that the child to which she was about to 
give birth would be a Ruler, a Queen. 

But when the child was born they 
saw a monstrosity. The Count fainted. 
“The Countess loved Lalouette and cher 
ished her, devoted her wretched life to 
the unfortunate girl, who, soon after she 
could speak, demonstrated a proud and. 
an unyielding spirit. Conscious of her 

fırmity, Lalouette wanted to do things 
for herself, despising asistance — despis 
ing hersell. 

Her father could not bring himself to 
look at her. When she was 17 years 
oll her mother died amd her father 
sent her away with ber nune. "All the 
he said, 


‘Then, when the Рим World War cane, 
the Count lost all his money and shot 
himself, The kind old nurse lost much 
оГ her kindness after that, and when an 
agent named Geeller offered her money 
dl she could persuade the girl to go with 
hi nune, pleading. sickness and 
poverty, һай по difficulty in persuading 
Lalouette that this would be a good 
thing to do. 

So the young lady changed her nane. 
Geller sold her to Gargamelov, who 
passed her on to Faragut; and she drew 
money up and down the world, until 


Faragut's Circus went towards Mexico, 
and the Anna Maria was wrecked, and 
she found herself with Tick and Tack 
and Gargantua the Horror on Porcosito, 
the Island of Pigs 

"Then the prophecy came to pass. She 
was the Queen of Pig Island. She had 
three subjects: two dancing dwarfs and 
the ugliest and strongest man in the 
world; and she had no arms and no lege: 
and she was beautiful. 

Gargantua was а man whose tender- 
new was in direct proportion to his 
{rightful ugliness. As soon as the Anna 
Maria began to sink he went insinc- 
tively to the weakest of his friends and 
offered them his muscles, To Tick and 
Tack he sid: "Hold on to my shoul 
ders” They were in sight of land. Не 
took Lalouctıe in his left hand, told the 
others to hold tight, and jumped over- 
board, and svam with his legs and his 
right hand. The ship went down. The 
Horror swam steadily. Не тим. have 
covered five miles in the face of a fal 
high wind. At last his [ect touched 
ground and he staggered up to a sandy 
beach as the two little men were cling- 
ing to him still. His left hand, stronger 
than the iron which it could bend, held 
Lalouette. The dwarfs dropped ой like. 
gorged leeches, and the giant threw 
self down and went to sleep—but not 
before he had made a hollow place in 
the soft, fine sand, and put Lalouctte 
comfortably to rest. 

Jt was then, I believe, that Gargantua 
fell in love with Lalouctte. 1 have seen 
it happen myself in less outrageous 
circumstances, thank God! The strong 
makes itself the slave of the weak. And 
ће saved her lile. It is the tendency of 
Man ıo love that which he has risked 
his Ше to save, 

Unhappy Gargantua! Poor Horror! 

Armless and legless, Lalouctte was the 
Brain. In spite of her disability, she was 
the Queen of Pig Island. She was with- 
out hope and devoid of fear; зо she 
could command, since everything was 
dear in her mind. And she had read 
many books. Lalovette said: “Tick and 
Tack; there must be water here, One of 
you go to the left. The other go ıo the 
right. Look for the place where things 


Who «you think you are, giving 
orders?" said Tick. 

She said, "Oh yes, and another thing: 
empty your pockets" 

Tick had, among other things а 
Ieather<overed loose-leaf notebook. Tack 
had a remarkably largebladed knife 
which he carried, no doubt, to give him- 
sell confidence: but he was a Беке little 
man at heart. They all had money. 
Gargantua had a fine gold cigarette 
lighter, and a few hundred sodden dol. 
lars in a sensoaked pocket - he alone 
wore по groudhebag. Lalouette had 


strung about her neck with her grouch- 


"Be quiet,” said Gargantua, 
Lalouette continued: "That lighter 
is of no use as a lighter, because it's full 
of water. But it has flint and steel; it 
rk. Good. Gargantua, leave 


“You two, on your way right and lef, 
had better pick up dry driftwood - the 
drier the better. We can strike à spark 
with that lighter and make a fıre. Hav. 
ing Ша fire we can keep it burning. It 
must not ever be allowed to go ом. 
Your Кайе, Tack, will be useful too... 
You, Gargantua, will go up to the 
beach, ‘There is a lot of wood bere fr 

ships So there must be iron, Wood from 
ships has always iron. Iron is always 
useful, In any case bring wood that has 
been cut, We will build a little house, 
You shall build it, Gargantua — and you 
too, Tick, and you also Tack I shall 


*— Leave the lighter so that it dries 
їн the sun.” said Lalouette, "and take 
care that your knife is dry and clean, 
Tack” 

“Always,” said Tack, 

Gargantua ыі 
you can have it if you like. 
gold. A lady gave me it in France. She 

“You can have my notebook il you 
like.” sid Tick sullenly. "les solid 
leather, that cover. Pull that gadget 
own and those rings open and the 
Pages come out." 

"Please, il you will allow me, 1 will 
keep my knife,” said Tack, 

"You may keep your knife,” sid Lar 
ouette, "But remember that we may all 
need it, your knife.” 

“Naturally, Mademoiselle Laloucue. 

“Who does she think — began Tirk, 

Shah" said Gargan 

"Ко offense. Lalouetıc?" said Tick, 

“Со now, please. Got” 

"They went. ‘Tick found a spring of 
fresh water, Tack reported the presence 
‘of wild pigs. Gargantua returned with 
an arınlul of wreckage; wood spiked 
wich rusty nails; a massive thing like a 
broken mast im which was embedded 
enormous iron pin. 

Light the fire," said Lalouette. "You, 


Gargantua, make a spear of that long 
piece af iron. Make И sharp with tones 
Then tie it tight to a stick, So you can 
kill pigs. You and you, Tick and Tack, 

birds 


go up to the rocks. I have sec 
coming down. Where there are 
there are eggs You are light, you are 

(continued on poge 21) 


А VERY 
HUMAN 
STORY 


TE was ON BROADWAY not long ago that I 
bumped into Bosley Feîbush, who had 
been a college classmate of mine longer 
ago than I care to remember. He was 
wearing a belted lavender jacket over an 
open shirt with a décolletage so deep 
that it exposed almost all of the black 
doud of hair that blew across his chest. 
Below the waist he had on kelly green 
linen slacks and gold buckskin shoes 
with crepe soles as thick and juicy as 
aixdlollar steaks. Не also wore the in. 
domitable smile which had been his 


fiction ву HARVEY SWADOS 
come hear the tale of poor george washington goldstein 


“There's like a blinding light," said Bosley. 


trade mark from his days as bus boy in 
the borscht belt to his subsequent suc- 
cesses as social director and Hollywood 
“Bosley Feibushl" I cried. "What are 

you doing here?” 
“Hya kid,” he shouted, hugging me 
carefully as though 1 were an aunt ог 
end. "Great to see 


"Aren't you living in Hollywood? 
"Brentwood," he corrected me, "I have 
(continued on page 26) 


TALL 
DRINKS 


FAN 
1 _ dê ‹ m 


drink Ву Thomas Мано 


a delicious decade of new summer coolers, created just for you 


"riii: ıs No XEW ruso under the sun. 
said the son of David, but he didn't 
know about the 10 new things under the 
hot summer sun of July, 1957 —a Мас 
ing batch of tinkly, tasty. frosty coolers, 
cunningly concocted for the exclusive 
dogday delight of rtavnoy readers and 
their fetching. friends. 

A tall drink. as everyone knows. can 
do things no short drink could ever hope 
to do, At the end of a long summer's 
day, a wilted worthy need only look at a 
lofty drink clinking with ice, and miracu- 
lous changes take place within him. He 
rests his foot on a familiar bar rail. His 
collar seems to cling less tenaciously. He 
begins to talk in more relaxed. civîlized 
tones. And then as the first sip of a tall 
drink passes over his tongue and throat. 
like spring water gurgling into a hat 
arroyo, he feels the unparalleled pleasure 
‘of a long delayed thrill 

‘One of the elementary lessons à sum- 
mer bartender learns is that it isn't 
‘enough to merely fill a long glass with 
liquid and ice, IF such has been your 
practice heretofore, shame on you. And 
kindly dig the following: 

Don't we inferior liquor just because 
you're fixing a long drink with а non. 
alcoholic mix. The average tall drink iv 
not such a complicated affair that the 
harsh taste of poor Liquor is obliterated 
in it. As a matter of fact, the louviness 
‘of bad liquor, particularly bad whiskey, 
sccins to be intensified in a tall drink 
You have time to scrutinize it more care 
fully than when you throw it down in 
опе gulp. This doesn't necessarily mean 
that you should buy 16-ycarold bonded 
whiskey the next time you get a thirst 
for a whiskey collins But you should 


sHorGGRAPHY пу рех BOXER 


seek a standard brand of liquor that is 
mellow, smooth and pleasing whether 
taken straight or mixed. 

Be equally meticulous about all the 
other makin's that go into your summer 
potations. Certainly one of the most im- 
portant is lemon juice. In the Middle 
Ages. the emperors of China appointed 
special court officials whose responsibility 
it was to keep a steady supply of precious 
lemon juice in the imperial pantry. This 
would present labor problems today but. 
we can, and should, be suficiently old 
fashioned ts insist on using fresh lemon. 
juice squeezed at the last possible mo- 
ment. A man who's really cranky about 
his collinses will mot only patiently 

the fresh lemons but will take 
the pulp of the lemons (minus seeds) 
left in the fruit juice reamer and will 
dump it. too, into his drinks More 
power to him. ОГ course, if out of a 
Clear summer sky a phalanx of friends 
suddenly mobilizes on your terrace, 
clamoring for guzlement, you'll un- 
doubtedly want to take advantage of 
the convenience of froren concentrated 
lemon juice. Just bear in mind that what 
is acceptable in an emergency can be 
pretty shoddy in a Jess frantic situation. 

Now it is true that there are many 
‘excellent juices which are not available 
in fresh form, such as pineapple juice, 
‘cranberry juice. grape juice, cic, and 
these must be purchased either frozen, 
bottled or canned. Even prepared juices. 
will receive added zip and tone. however. 
by sparking them with a few drops of 
freshly squeezed lemon juice. 

Use the best brands of carbonated 
waters Whenever pow 
In the larger hordes, the unused porton 


just stands around going quietly flar 
unless you and your guests are unusually 
speedy drinkers, Add the bubble wat 
just before the drinks are delivered. For 
"optimum sparkle, pour it against the 
inside of the tilted glas. Be sure the 
effervescent water is ice-cold so that it 
ıs fizz as long as posible. Need 

ıt that the merest trace of 
жар or detergent in a glass will make 
carbonated water go Паг much faster? 
Plain tap water, if you must use it, must 
be clear and clean, without а speck of 
mds lime, chlorination. fluoridation, 
smog or other urban evils. Use distilled 
water if you possibly can when your 
guests decline bubbles, 

АШ sugar for bar purposes should be 
the superfine granulated sugar — not the 
regular granulated sugar nor the con- 
fectioners’ sugar. To give your glasses а 
kind of glacial appearance, dip the rim 
of the glass to a depth of one half-inch, 
im heavy white syrup (such as white 
Karo), then in superfine powdered sugar 
to the same depth. The white rim of 
sugar will remain on the glass even 
during the drinking. 

After several rounds of summer dri 
your pouring hand may lov some of 
accuracy. Whether the eye is then faster 
than the hand or the hand faster than 
the eye becomes the mootest of points, 
amd you may begin to slosh things about 
а bit. At this juncture it's particularly 
important to remember the elementary 
rule of all professionally trained mixers: 
measure your pleasure. И. your formula 
calls for 114 ounces of liquor, and you 
use 1 ounce, you're off the target by a 
noticeable one-third. Tall drinks erring 
оп Ше side of too much alcoholic po 
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tency, on the other hand. are equally 
ad company. So use a standard bar meas 
uring jigger, If you're mixing liquids irr 
large quantities, use a household glass 
cup measure or glas» quart measure with 
ounce measurements indicated. 

А word about ice— one of the most 
ult problems in the logistics of long 
ks, It should both chill and dilute 
drinks, Most mixed drinks must be 
diluted or the blend of flavors is quite 
crude, Your best guide here is to remem- 
ber the physics of cooling, to wit, the 
more ice you use, the less the drink will 
be diluted (because the mixture gets 
colder faster and the ice melts more 
slowly). A good plan for preventing 
overdilution is to make sure that as 
many as possible of the ingredients that 
go into the drink are prechille before 
the ice is added or the drink is mised. 
See to it that the juices, the carbonated 
water, even the half lime or the slice of 
pineapple, are biting cold. The glasses 
should be chilled, too. Stack them in 
the velrigerator beforehand. Or, fll each. 
glass with ice and twirl the ice with a 
bar spoon until the glass is frosty cold. 
‘With this kind of prechillig, the drink 
will require less ice, and will, therefore, 
be long, strong and cold. 

One of Ше best ways of controlling 
dilution is through the use of an electric 
blending machine in which a measured 
amount of crushed ice is mixed with 
other liquids. The summer barman who 
uses crushed ice im large quantities 
should also own an elecıric ice crushing 
machine, an extremely convenient and 
speedy gadget. IF you're an earthy, basic, 
purist type, however, you may want to 
hand crush your ice cubes, like so: place 
the cubes between two clean kitchen 
towels or wrap them in one very large 
towel, then crush them with a rolling 
mallet or other heavy object. South- 
ern mint julep makers use a heavy 
canvas bag for, this task, in case you're 
interested. 

Alter putting the makings of a Tom 
Collins in the cocktail shaker and shak- 
ing them, don't dump ice and all into 
the tall glas, Strain the mixture into 
the glas, add the coldest posible soda 
water and then top it off with one ог 
бо ice cubes. 

When putting cucumber rind into a 
Pimm's Cup, don't add too much peel or 
the aroma will be overpowering. Use 
about 1 inch of peel. 14 inch wide. 

Both the rum flavor and the cola 
Bavor will be off key if you add wo 
much lime juice to a Cuba Libre. Limes 
vary considerably in size. Add у ounce 
of lime juice rather than the juice of 
а half lime, 

И you servê a ginandionic as an 
aperitif, use an Bounce glass For the 
long afternoon or evening haul, use a 
I2ounce glass. 


No mint julep В worth drinking that 
isn't made from the best 100 proof bour- 
hon available. To avoid the [uw of 
muddling and pounding the mint leaves 
im the glas, simply меер the leaves 
in whiskey and water (equal propor- 
tions) two or three hours before the 
julep party. 

And now, off with the old and on 
with the new. Each of the cooling mix- 
tures coming up has been created and 
testguzaled in the eLaveoy bur (and a 
fine time we had doing it, too). АП 10, 
which are being sprung upon the public 
for the very frst time, are designed for 
Kingsize 12ounce glasses, unless other- 
wise indicated. ls not indicated very 
often, 


мок cusa 


Into a glass. pour 5 ounces of ice-cold 
cranberry Juice, 2 ounces of aloe gin and 
1 ounce of lemon juice. Add ice cubes 
to fill che glass Stir well. Place a thin 
slice of lemon on top. 


APPLE KXOCKER 


Into an electric blender, put 2% 
ounces of apple jack, V ounce of sweet 
vermouth, Yj ounce of lemon juice, $ 
ounces of orange juice, 114 teaspoons 
sugar and 1 cup crushed ke. Mix in 
the blending machine for 20 seconds. 
Pour into glass. Add enough ice cubes 
to fill glass. 


This cold drink, a summer version of. 
Irish coffee. requires a whipped cream 
topping which should be prepared be- 
fore the drink is poured. To make the 
topping for four drinks, put y4 cup 
heavy sweet cream in a narrow mixing 
bowl. Beat with a rotary egg beater until 
ream is nearly stif. Add 2 tablespoons 
sugar and beat until cream is firm. Avoid 
overbeating or cream may curdle. Fold 
in carefully, without beating, 4 teaspoons 
créme de cacao. For each individual 
drink, pour into the glass 1y ounces of 
Irish whiskey and 2 teaspoons Irish Mist 
liqueur. Add 1 large ice cube. Fill glass 
to within one inch of the top with ке: 
cold coffee soda. Stir. Place the whipped 
cream topping on the drink. Serve with 
a long spoon. 
тюк LEMONADE A LA PLAYBOY 


Into a glass, pour 2 ounces of lemon 
juice, 2 ounces of orange juice, 5 ounces 
of chilled rosé wine, 1 tablespoon kirsch- 
Мамет and 2 teaspoons sugar. Stir well 
until sugar disolves Add 2 large ice 
cubes and enough ice<old water (not 
carbonated water) to БИ glass. Place а 
thin slice of lemon and a maraschino 
cherry on top. 

ситно COLLIN 
nto a cocktail shaker with ice, pour 


2 ounces of rum, 2 tablespoons concen- 
rated frozen pineapple juice which has 
been thawed but not diluted, yj ounce 
of lime juice and 1 teaspoon sı 

well. Strain into glass Add 2 
and enough carbonated water to nearly 
fll the glass. Decorate the drink with a 
thin slice of fresh pineapple and a thin. 
slice of lime, 


axen FOAM 


Ino а tall Pilsener glass (а 10ошке 
size will do for this drink), put 1 tex 
spoon sugar, | dash Angostura bitters, | 
tempoon brandy and 1 teaspoon Kirsch. 
wasser. Stir with a tall stirring rod until 
sugar divolves. Fill glass three-quarters 
full with ice-cold champagne. Float a 
small scoop of lemon sherbet or lemon 
ice on top. The scoop should contain no 
more than 2 liquid ounces. IE such a 
жоор is not available, usc a tablespoon 
to add the small mound of sherbet. 


STRAWWURKY CHAM. 


Although fresh strawberries are now 
in season, this smooth cooler will be best 
if prepared with thawed sliced frozen 
strawberries. In an electric blender, put 
YA cup thawed sliced frozen strawberries 
(fruit and syrup), 1 ounce of lemon 
juice, 16 ounces of gin, 2 tablespoons 
heavy sweet cream and 1 teaspoon sugar. 
Mix in the blending machine for 20 
seconds Pour into glass. Add 3 ice cubes, 
Add enough carbonated water to fill 
glas. Stir. 
QUA ктт 

Into a cocktail shaker well filled with 
ice, pour 114 ounces lemon juice, 2 
ounces tequila, 2 dashes Angostura bit 
ters, 2 teaspoons sugar and 1 small sire 
чад. Shake very well. Strain into glass 
Add 2 ice cubes. Fill glass to top with 
carbonated water. Stir. Sprinkle very 
Tightly with sat, 

WHITE WINE cur 

Any dry white wine such as Chablis or 
Rhine wine may be used for this light 
drink. Pour into the glaw y ounce of 
brandy, 6 ounces dry white wine, 2 
dashes orange bitters, | teaspoon Kümmel 
liqueur, 2 teaspoons sugar and i, ounce 
lemon juice. Stir until sugar dissolves. 
Add 2 ice cubes. Add ice-cold carbonated 
water to fill glass. Add a small piece of 
cucumber peel. 

соо. coros. 

Pour Пу; ounces of bourbon, 1 ounce 
of Southern Comfort, V cup cold strong 
black tea, 2 teaspoons lemon juice and 
2 teaspoons sugar into glass Stir until 
sugar disolves. Add 2 ке cubes НИ 
glass with ice-cold carbonated water. 
Breathe deep. Tilt head. Bend elbow. 


IVY IN АСТЮМ 


the right look for the beach, boating, tennis and the links 


ditirê BY BLAKE RUTHERFORD 


мну во so маку rightihinking guys, 
whose fashion taste is perfectly secure 
at the office and around town, go ape 
when it comes to sports attire? The mo- 
ment they're liberated from the suit 
and.tie ritual, it seems their sense of 
Ivpbred style takes а nose dive, and they 


emerge Пот the clubhouse ar locker 
room in a getup that would embarrass 


Lord Invader. 
tries" Russell Lynes calls these peacock: 
lad clods, men who — without realizing 
it — are actually competing with women 
то же who can look prettier! 

There is, believe it or not, an authen 
tic Ivy look in active sportswear, just 
а town wear. And we feel 
strongly that when you take off for vaca 


"Mass produced eccen- 


tion or set out for a sportive weckend 
to sample that weird and unlikely stuff 
called fresh ай, you should be just as 
exact about your swim shorts, sailing 
attire, tennis togs and golf garb as you 
are about your Sundaygotocockiail 
duds. There is also a lot of unspeakably 
garish merchandise supposedly suitable 
for active sports on display everywhere. 


You've seen the Kind of gruesome: gar. 
bage we mean, touted as the hottest 
news from Majorca, che Italian Riviera, 
Cap d'Antibes and Southern California: 
Old Testament sandals, balletdancer 
shirts that tie north of the navel, too- 
short swim trunks laced and latticed up 
the side, etc. —all of which you'll want 
to forget. Steer clear, too, of fussy, 


а 


“amusing” prints in beachwear, shirts 
with tricky yokes and oddball collars, 
necdlenosed moccasins and headgear 
that might be OK оп Mars, and baggy 
slacks that look better at a minstrel 
show than at the country club. 

Observe all the foregoing taboos and 
you still have a thumping opportunity 
to dress casually and correctly this sum- 
mer for your favorite sport, and still 
retain individuality while doing it. Wit 

al frescoed fellows on the 
just passed for our cases in 


liy front. coton. popli 
trunks with side-tabs for a waistclinch- 
ing fit have thankfully replaced balloon- 
bottomed boxer shorts. The McGregor 
brightlyatriped, washable beach shirt 
can be worn either buttoned or unbut 


toned, as you choose. Remember, И you 
prefer patterned swim trunks either 
tartan plaids or India madras looks good 
— choose a solid color shirt to go along. 
The ones made of terrydoth toweling 
are especially useful after а swim, and 
look for a pocket in the shirt for stow- 
ing cigarettes, sunglasses, locker key and 
other gear. Carry a jumbo beach towel, 
too, to lie on or dry off with. Ropcaoled 
canvas espadrilles by Peerless are a prac 
ical footnote for all forays on the sun 
Tit strand. 

Boating: Once you're at sca, as cap- 
fain or crew member. you'll want ship- 
shape, functional clothes. "The sun tan 
мадз by Gordon of Philadelphia are 
made of Kenya cloth — half orlon, half. 
viscose— won't be bothered by spray. 
They're extremely light in weight, yet 


FOR FOUR ACTIVE SPORTS 


BOATING: 


TENNIS: 


just what you need по protect you from 
ап overdose of ultraviolet when you 
spend а whole day on deck or in Ше 
fighting chair astern, The marine blue 
sweatershirt by Allen Solly, London, 
has long sleeves for the same protec. 
tion to your arms, and is a sound choice 
И you're expecting а fresh breer. и 
smarter still to carry an additional husky 
shetland sweater or a short, zip-up jacket 
as extra protection against the spanking 
night wind that usually follows the ti: 
light calm, Blue Topsiders are de 
rigueur om deck. Once back at ıl 
yacht club for drinks and dinner, you'll 
want to change into a Lineu navy fl 
nel blazer complete with brass button 
wear it with slacks of утау, white or the 
new Regatta stripes by Corbin, and а 
checked button-down shirt. 

Тений: The wise choice here В white 
Even if you don't aspire to Forest Hill, 
white shorts by Corbin and white tennis 
sneakers will make you look like an ace. 
The red Lacoste knit shirt is a French 
import, allows complete freedom for 
forehand, backhand and overhead 
smash, amd comes with an extra long 
shirtail chat stays tucked in. The sweat- 
er you'll don after the match should 
also be white, with our Country's colors 
at V-neck and cuffs, a classic cable knit 
job by McGregor that's oddson favorite 
at every court, When you repair for 
cocktails, crawl into a crisply-crewed 
pair of summerweight Hannel slacks, 
ray or white, to wear with a three-but- 
ton jacket of linen, or twecdydooking 
silk. Your shirt can be checked or quier 
ly striped, and make it a button-down 
зо you can wear a tie with it or not, de- 
pending on the degree of formality your 
Crowd goes in for. Wellshined mocca- 
sins or clean white bucks complete ihe. 
outfit, the former being free of йору 
tasek and the latter being a beter bet 
than any two-tone deal. 

Golf: The question of whether walk 
shorts should be permitted on кой 
‘courses is strictly а matter of local option 
so if you like the freedom shorts give 
nearly everyone does — and look well 
them — not everyone, by а long shot, 
does — check the ground rules of the 
courses you play, You'll especially want 
to team up with a pair of olive green 
poplin shorts by Corbin, pleatlew, with 
belt in the back, and a good-lookiı 
glen plaid, longalceved shirt from Paul 
Stuart that can help you avoid excessive 
sunburn, Ditto for the small brim pop- 
lin cap. The new knechigh socks by 
Esquire are made of stretch nylon and 
really tay up. Your кой shoes should be 
the best you can afford, 
мош calf kept well ра 
den rains, carry a zippered water-repel- 
lent jacket along 


“And so, ladies and gentlemen, because you asked for it...” 


PLAYBOY 


PORCOSITO 


dancers. Find eggs Better sill, find 
birds. When they sit on their eggs they 
are reluctant to go far away from their 
nests, Approach calmly and quietly, lie 
sill, and then take them quickly. Do 
you understand?” 

“Beautifully.” said "Tack. 

Tick said nothing, 

“Better get that fre going first of all," 
said Gargantua. 

Lalouette wid: “Frue. Boots must 
poss and they will see the smoke. Good, 
light the fire." 

“ULL could find another bit of iron, 
or something heavy.” said Gargantua, 
ould do better than this spiky sort of 
„ miss, 1 daresay 1 could bang it 
‘out W a bit of a blade once Г got the 
fire going good and hot" 

"How?" said Lalouette, 

“1 was ‘prentice to а blacksmith, “m,” 
said Gargantua. "My dad was а smith, 
before the motorcars came iı 

“What? You have skill, then, in these 
great hands of yours?” 

“Yes'm. Not much. A bit, but not 
much.” 

"Then make your ‘bit of a blade? 
Gargantua.” 

"Thank you, 'm.” 

an you make me а comb?" 
“Why, 1 daresay yes. Yes, I should say 
1 could make you a bit of a comb, т. 
But nothing fancy." said Gargantua, 
shutting one eye and calculating. "Some- 
thing out of a little bit of wood, like.” 

“Do so, then.” 

"Уст. И Mr. Tark doesn't mind 
me using his knife.” 

"Could you also build a howe, Gar 
ganar 

“Мет, not a house; but | daresay 1 
might put you up a bit of a shed, like. 
Better be near the drinking water, 
though. And I shouldn't be surprised if 
there was all sons of bits of string along 
the beach, Where there's sea there's fsh. 
And don't you worry — ГИ bring you 
home а nice pig. only let me yet dat 
fire going mice and bright. And as for 
fish,” said Gargantua, plucking a nail 
ош of a plank and making a hook of it 
beween а finger and a thumb, = 
"sharpen that up and there you are.” 

'Clever!” said Tick, with malice. 

"But he always was clever.” said Tack, 
tonelesly, but with a bitter little smile. 
“We already knon 

Gargantua blinked, while Laloueue 
said: “Be quiet, please, both of you.” 

"Then Gargantua nodded and growled: 
"Thats right. You be quiet” 

Tick and Tack exchanged glances and 
mid nothing until Laloueue cri 
“Come! To work!” — when Tick mut 
tered: "Who the hell do they think 
they are, giving orden?” 

"Come оп, now, you two!” shouted 


(continued from page Н) 


Gargantua. 

1 believe it was thea that the two 
midgets Tick and Tack began to plot 
and conspire against Gargantua the 
Horror, and 1 am convinced that they 
too in their dwarfish way were in love 
with Lalouette. 

They followed Lalouctic’s instruc- 
tions, and struck sparks out of Gargan- 
tua’ lighter to kindle powdery Makes of 
dry driftwood whittled with Tack's big- 
bladed knife. Tick blew the wmolder 
into flame and the men fed the fıre un- 
til it blazed red bot, vo that Gargantua, 
having found a thick slab and a 
shaped lump of hard roxk for his 
and hammer, beat his iron spike into а 
‘good spearhead which he lashed to a. 
long, strong pole. Then they had а 
crude but effective pike, with which 
Gargantua killed wild pigs 

Porcosito is mot called Pig Island 
without reason. It used to be overrun 
with swine, bred from a pedigreed boar 
and some sows that Sir John Page sent 
to Mexico in 1898, in the Ponce de Leon, 
which was wrecked in a squall. Only the 
pigs swam ashore [rom that shipwreck- 
Porcosito seems to be an unlucky island. 

Gargantua hunted ruthlessly. The 
pigs were apathetic. The boars charged 
to meet the spear. The four freaks 
ate well. Tick and Tack fished and 
caught birds, gathered eggs and crabs 
Lalouette directed everything and at 
night, by the fıre, told them stories and 
sang to them; recited all the poctry she 
could remember, and dug out of her 
memory all she had ever read of philo- 
зорду. 1 believe that they were happy 
then: but it makes an odd picture — the 
truncated beauty, the stunted dancers, 
and the ugliest man ов earth, grouped 
about a flickering fire while the songs 
of Schubert echo from the rocks and the 
sen says muh... hush ...om the beach. 
f can see the sharp, keen faces of the 
midgets: and the craggy forehead of the 
giant wrinkles ır anguish as he tries to 
understand the inner significance of 
great thoughts expressed in noble words, 
She told them stories, too, of the heroes 
of ancient Greece and Rome — of Regu- 
Yos, who went back to Carthage ıo die; 
of the glorious dead at Thermopylae, 
and of the wise and cunning Ulysses, the 
subtlest of the Greeks, who strove with 
кой and came home triumphant at lt. 
‘She told them of the triumph of Ulysses 
over Circe, the sorceress who turned 
men into beasts; and how he escaped 
with his crew from the cave of the one- 
eyed giant Cyclops. He was colosal; the 
men were small. Ulysses drilled his sil- 
ors to move like one man, and, with a 
sharpened stick, blinded the giant and 


‘She let them comb her hair. The 


French dwarf "Tack was skillful at this, 
and amusing in conversitional accom 
ppaniment to the crackling of the hiir 
and the fire, Tick hated his partner for 
this, Yet the gigantic hands of Gagan 
tua were lighter on her head than the 
hands of Tick or Tack — almost cer- 
tainly because the Че men wanted w 
prove that they were strong, and the 
giant wanted w demonstrate that he 
was gende. 

1t was Gargantua who combed Lilet 
cues beautiful bright hair, evening 
after evening, while Tick and Tack sat 
exchanging looks. No words: only looks, 

Sometimes the Тайе men went hunt 
ing with Gargantua. Alone, neither Tick 
nor Tack could handle the heavy spear 
"Buc it must be remembered that they 
were a dancing team, trained to move 
together in perfect accord. So, while 
Tick directed the forepart of the shaft, 
"Tack worked close behind him, and they 
put their combined, perfectly synch 
ized strength and agility into а dan 
gerous leapand lunge. Once they killed 
а fat boar. This must have made th 
confident of their power to kill. 

This is not all guesswork. 1 have 
ground for my assumption, in what La- 
louee wrote in ‘Tick’s оозе еа note- 
book, holding the gold pencil in her 
teeth and guiding it with her lips, 
before she bit the paper into а ball and 
pushed it with her tongue into her 
grouch-bag. 

Tt takes courage and determination w 
“kill a wild boar with a spear. А boar is 
fearless, powerful, unbelievably fer: 
cios, and armored with hard hide and 
thick muscle, He is wickedly obstinate — 
а slashing fury, a ripping terror two 
sickles on a battering ram, animated by 
а will to kill, uninhibited by fear of 
death. 

Having killed a boar, Tick and Tock 
in their pride, resolved to kill Gurgan 
ша. 

Lalouette says that she, unwittingly, 
gave then the idea, when she told tem 
the story of Ulysses and Cyclops 

But the foolish giant called Garg 
tua the Horror, billed as the strongest 
and ugliest man on earth, must have 
been easy to kill. He worked ай day 
When Lalouette's hair was combed and 
her singing ceased, he went away mod: 
estly to sleep in the bushes 
after ће had retired, Tick and 
followed him. Gargantua always carried 
the spear. Lalouette listened drowsily 
for the comforting rumble of Gargan 
was snoring а few yards away: she 
loved him, in a sisterly way. 

Мада. 


As she listened, smiling, the snoring 
stopped with a gasp. Then Tick and 
"Tack came back carrying the spear, and 

(concluded on poge 68) 


"за down scene, man. You ond your chick fall 
by ond dig the wild sounds. Those cats on ће 
stond ore really mokim il. Baby, everybody's 


sınokin', you know? Assembled ore o whole гой of 


well-known јога woilers from oll the going schools 
Waditianol, swing, cool, elc.—ond ой you have to 
do is match up their nicknomes with their square 
handles. If you're truly hip you'll have no trouble 
fielding all 15; if you bring dawn os mony өз 12, you 
сап still count yourself o doddy-o; anything under 
10, however, rotes you os а cube from Drogsville. 


Answers: S1 FYI FEL PLL FIL 01 65. 


Sweets 
Duke 
Diz 
Beon 
Bogs 
Robbit 
Fip 
Turk 
Shorty 
Zoot 
Muggy 
Coote 
Pres 
Kiook 
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James Osborne Young 
Joseph Edward Philips 
Milton Jockion 

Charles Melvin Wiliams 
John Holey Sim ` ^ 
Froncis Joseph Sponier 
Melvin E. Murphy 

John Cornelis Hodges 
Colemon Howkins 

Leiter Wilia Young 
Kenneth Speorman Clarke 
Milton M. Rogers 


(m) Joha Birks Gillespie 


(n) 
(o) 


Horry Edison 
Edword Kennedy Elington 
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PLAYBOY 


HUMAN STORY 


а quiet little home in Brentwood. I've 
tome back to my old haunts to do a 
Title research.” 

"For a new movi 

"Got to consult with some important 
people on a tremendous new script. 1 
а human story, kid. a very human story. 

ndicated а cafeteria just behind 
us. “Do you have a few minutes? Let's 
have some coflee, and you can tell me 
all about it” 

Bosley Feibush shuddered delicately, 
like a man who is informed that a bust 
nes rival has just contracted a nasty 
disease, "If anybody зам me crawling 
into that hole . . . Thats death, kid, 
sure death." He gripped me firmly by 
the arm and led me up the street to 
пуз, 

"Don't worry about the tab." he said 
kindly as he steered me through the door. 
"Order what you want — Leo knows me.” 

When we were settled at a table with 
Bosley facing the window, he turned 
away from the waiter to whom he had 
given our order and looked at me with 
sudden suspicion. "Say, didn’t I hear 
that you're doing publicity stuff now?” 


‘Can you assure me that everything 1 
tell you will be held in strictest con- 
fidence?” 

7I guess so." 

^I don't like to exact promises, 
but I've got my teeth in a property that 
is so unique, so tremendous, that — well, 
I've got to be careful as hell. Too many 
‘downs figure they can steal the ideas of 
а creative writer. Today, if you can take 
а red hot discrimination theme and 
make a really human story out of it, 
they'll give you the keys to che city. 
That's why I've got to play them right 
up against the chest, sec? No aspersions 
оп you." 

"E won't tell a soul unless I'm sure 
that you want me to. But what's the 


Washington Gokistein 
But. 


joldstein is а Jewish name!” 
shone. “That's it" he 
a Jewish Negro, а 
һе —> he stopped abruptly as the waiter 
brought our order. and did not go on 
until he was sure that the waiter vas not 
hovering around, “Georgie is a boy who 
has suflered a lot-- we scc this through 
а series of flashbacks. You probably don't 
know it, but there arc anti-Semites 

Harlem, Th 
because his name is Goldstein, and the 
Jews don't want him because his skin 
is black. As a matter of fact, everybody 
either hates him or is embarrassed by 
him, but that doesn't spoil his dis 


(continued from page 15) 


position. George is a very sweet guy.” 

"What does he do?” 

“Hes a GL" 

"Hast the Gl. theme been over 
worked?” 

Bosley smiled craftily. "Sure it has. 
But Georgie isa special case.” He poured 
his celery tonic without looking at 
his eyes roving temely about the rer 
taurant like a woman searching for her 
‘errant husband. 

“Georgie has been wiih an heroic 
Negro outfit in Korea." 

Tur 

"He's been shipped back because ће 
was wounded fighting the Reds. Matter 
of fact. he's been castrated.” 

“Can you do thai?” 

"That's the beauty part of it. You can 
intimate it, sce? You can get it across 
to the public without slapping them in 
fhe МЕ ih й. Тера es he 
comes home without his manhood, his 
girl is very sore - especially since she 
hasn't been able to make a Commie out 
of him.” 

“Is she a Commie?” 

Bosley looked at we pityingh. as 
though 1 were a hand-painted tie on 
which he had just spilled some celery 
tonic. “That's what wraps the whole 
thing up. We show subtly how a mis 
sided girl becomes a stooge Гог the Reds 
Simply because she's an Eskimo.” 

"А what?” 1 put down my coffee 
hastily. 

“Well, she's really only part Eskimo.” 
he conceded. “Her grandpa was а Negro 
sourdough who went to Alaska during 
the gold rush. Anyway, she's bitter about 
losing the Mis Rheingold comest just 
because she’s slanteyed. Then Goldstein 
comes back from Korea unable to be 
the father of her children, and not even 
resentful about it, or about the fact that 
he's illegitimate.” 

1 sid with some annoyance, "You 
didn't say anything about that before.” 

Bosley Feibush waved the celery tonic 
houle casually at me. "1 can’t get every 
thing in at once, kid. George Washing. 
ton Goldstein is a bastard, and believe 
те...” he uttered a short loud barking, 
Taugh which made our waiter Кар up as 
though a dog had sunk its teeth into his 
ponts"... Eve known enough bastards 
to write about this boy from the heart. 
But seriously, he's had lots of trouble 
getting a job, simply because his mother 
жаз wronged by a hootlegger back in the 
Roaring Twenties” 

“Is she colored or Jewish?” 

“That's just the kind of detail that 
the creative artist can't bother with. Ill 
depend on whether it’s more economical 
to shoot the flashback scenes in Harlem 
or on the lower East Side. What counts 
is that she dies from syphilis just before 
sulfa is invented. This has an effect on 


Georgie, even more than the fact that 
she left him with the black mark on his 
birth certificate.” 

"You've certainly given hin his share 
of problems” 

“Now you're catching on. But does it 
faze Georgie?” Feibush shook his head 
savagely, the corners of his mouth drawn 
down. “Except that he's trying to win 
his girl back to American ideals, and in 
order to humor her he stars going to a 
poychoanalys" 

"I was wondering if you'd be able to 
work that in.” 

Bosley chuckled triumphantly. “Tve 
even got a new wrinkle, This kindly old 
Viennese psychoanalyst has a 90-ycar old 
mother back home who is being held as 
а hostage by the Russians to get him to 
do their dirty work. He hates to, but 
he conspires with the Eskimo girl 10 
turn Georgie into a traitor.” 

“How?” 

“Не tries to persuade Georgie to be 
bier. He sayı, “lt isn't natural (ог a 
man to be a colored Jew, to be illegiti 
mate, to have his mother die from a 
social disease, and then to go and get 
‘castrated by the gooks, without losing his 
temper. You're repressing your hatred. 
You should discharge your aggressions 


“How docs it work out?” 

Bosley lowered his eyes modestly. “It’s 
got a punch that—well, you'll think 
Fon bragging if 1 tell you how powerful 


"Don't quit now. Please go ahead." 
“The three of them — George Wash- 
won Goldstein, the Eskimo girl and 
the kindly Viennese analyst — arc si 
around and chatting one day. something 
like the people in The Сосмай Party. 
But Гус got а gimmick Eliot never 
thought of. In my story the analyst 
and Ше girl are converted by Geo 

by the sheer purity and swcetnew of 
his character. There's like à blinding 
Tight — 

“What kind of lign?" 

“Tm using a figure of speech, ki 
he replied sharply, “We leave things 
that to the special effects men, Georgi 
faith in our way of life айса» his girl 
and the kindly doctor so much that they 
get converted, in а manner of speaking. 
They realize that i's more о 
live Tor the future than to gripe about 
the past. In other words, they admit 
that his way i» right, and they agre 
to stop undermining him." 

“Bos” 1 sid simply, "this воин 
ihe- But what about the psychoanalyses 
mother in Vienna?" 

Bosley shook his head smilingly. “Don't 
underestimate me, kid. While the three 
‘of them are still on their knees, giving 
thanks for all their blessings, the kindly 

(continued on page 69) 


fiction By Archie Oldham 


10 be a tennis pro you have to lie like hell 


THE CHAMPION OF OUTER MONGOLIA 


T 
© ал We hai a e lo ie coni 
s tha Burned LE wes еда балек 
(igure of ey тимара poli to 
the gol pro when ıbey OK ihote moar 
Wel pil aro fox êv bod Geiss ad 
усылы) T cut my aei es риба 
Петата cah e изка би he bard 
En 

Tin think dt rt sch od tarî 
en the sumer ига tennis pel Мей, 
та clus ум steel, ba) fer and 


this feather merchant, George Fessler, 
then. As long as that Jonah doesn’t show 
up again, anything ıappens this 


summer will be all right. I'm still trying 
to forget the guy and all the trouble he 
before he 

К it was a Wednesday. that day 


in July 1 fira saw him duck walking 
across the lobby toward ше. He was 
short and dumpy and pretty bald. Не 
looked about as much like a tennis 
player as a friend of my Cousin Al, who 
is in the linoleum business în Garden 
City. This linoleum boy is as unco as 
they come, That is, he's not too well 
coordinated. IE you put a tennis racket 
in his hand, he would probably beat 
himself to death with it. 
iyway. old butterball sta 
lobby. blinking up at 
‘Are you Barnes, the pro?" he said. 
“That’s right, sir,” 1 said. "Moy 1 help. 
your” 

Tt would have taken about cight years 
in a steam bath to help him. 

“My name is Fesler,” he said. Не 


ah 


paused for a moment. “George Fessler.” 
He said it very slowly, a» though it 
tasted good. 

"Let me see now," 1 said. 1 concen- 
trated. “It seems like an awfully familiar 
ame." 

То be a tennis pro you ly 
like hell. 

“Well, of course, I haven't been very 
active in tournaments" he said, "but 
Tm pretty well known around New 
York, Forest Hills —all the tennis cir. 
des. 1 thought maybe you would have 
heard of 

“The name is very familias,” I said. 

"It was hot down in the city,” he saîd. 
"Thought I'd run up here to Saranac for 

de change. How are your courts?” 
(continued on page 34) 
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Left: the shaving scene, before ond offer. Yardley After Shove Ной o bit of bottled Englond. 
with lavender bose, $1.10, Marcel Rochas Moustache, a crisp omolgom of boy leof, root, 
‘ice ond citron, $6.50; ceramic соні for six coker of hardmiled, ootmecl-Packed кор, $1475; 
Bronzii After Shave, with drowstring bog, o mixture of verbena ond rum, $8.50; Knize Tan 
wood erate with international flavor fo match tha soap it holds, three cokes, $4, ond After 
‘Shove with low-kay frogronce, $4.50. Inthe apposite corner: for the guy who'd rather father. 
Kant of London badger-bristled lifetime brush, $100, Yordley shoving bowl, $1.25; Gallo 
gold-plated Diplomat with 10 blodes, $5, Evershorp injector razor with longer handle for greater 
leverage, $5; Knize Ton brushless cream, $1.25, English Rall razor thot combines Бей fechures of 
safely ond straight models—blade, hone, cip, sirop ond dressing, $8.50. Below: the current 
way Ко shave. Remington Rollociric thot nips whiskers below the skin, $31.50, Norelco rotary 
hover, self-sharpening ond sll-ubricating, $24.95, Yardley Pre-Shoving Lotion thot prepares 
‘the beard for the kill, $1; Sunbeam Super-Close Shovemouter with rounded head, $28.95. 


THE MAN IN HIS BATH 


baths as we are against the pink boudoir 
look. Such furnishings as towel racks 
and rings. shaving stands, shower fixtures 
and hampers are available in masive 
and masculine versions. These give the 


scrapes off his whiskers any which way 
and dives into his clothes, may be saving 
minutes but he's also denying himself 
‘one of the few decent luxuries he can 
enjoy in solitary splendor. For the order 
of the bath should no more be restricted 


rite of the bath a properly rich setting. 
Plump, buge. soft towels fresh and 
bone dry — can be sumptwous yet virile 
in color and design. The well equipped. 
bath has, among its парту, friction 
towels for a zesty, blood tingling rubdry 


to merely getting clean than the order after a cold shower just as it sports, 


‘of a dinner should be a mere matter of ов a handy, helty bras hook, a volu 
stuing the gut. minous terry robe to don when stepping 
The man's bathroom, itself, deserves from a long, relaxing soaking in the 


sive tub. 
The true bathophile is as discerningly 
his soaps. brushes, shaving 


to be among his most graciously ap- 
pointed rooms, We're just as much 
against the austere, kaboratory look 


grooming ву DAVID GRAYSON 


gear, grooming 
ments, as he is in selecting his wines 
his women. You'll also want to remem: 
ber that the type of bathing you choose 
depends largely on the type of occasion: 
coming up. Home from the office on a 
wiltingly hot day and bound for an eve- 
ning of fun, you'd be smart to shun the 
tub and subject your hide to a sparkling, 
needlepoint shower, cool enough to re. 
fresh, warm enough to open the pores 
Alter the deluge, all you need do is 
pat off the excess aqua and let the rest 
of the wetness evaporate, This cools the 
skin, whereas a thorough toweling would 
Hut after you're bome again, you'll 
(concluded en page 71) 


mercury vanishes, 


pegasus shrinks and psyche takes a plunge 
THE SINISTER TRADE MARK PLOT 


jı FoGHOUND in а beach cottage 
summer day, | was glancing 
through а soggy copy of the New York 
Herald Tribune that a neighbor had 
used to giftwrap а bluefish, when my eye 
chanced upon a White Rock ad and 
skidded to a stop — Psyche, the kneeling 
nymph, Вай taken a dive ой her rock! 
‘White Rock introduces a great new 
drink... THE VODKA Prance made with 
new White Rock Vodka (The world's one 
отуу" the ad said, and went on 
‘Everybenly will soon be. 
Plunge! It's the vodka 
year... cooling, delicious, 


taking "The 
drink of the 


^t know hew surprisinglt 
the Vodka Plunge may be, but the sight. 
of Psyche heading toward и 
immersion was sure startling to this 
nade ul the wellfılled gloss. Psyche 
the few 
bility in a world 
shot through with fıcklenes and Nux. 
She was my favorite trade mark, and 1 
loved her just as she was — poised over 
her pool on hands and knees, her dow 
ast eyes searching the ge 
water, as though she had just dropped 
her bra, and was watching it sînk to the 
bottom. 

What drinking. n 
у upon those drooping lashes, that 
rovocative pair of lile wings? And 
now, here she was, shrouded to the 
collarbone in a plain cotton howsedress, 
taking the Vodka Plunge! —1 couldn't 
have been more shaken if Betty Crocker 
and Lydia Pinkham had been caught 


us not mused 
to 


humor Ву William Iversen 


making passes at the Smith Brothers. 

The paper slipped from my fingers 
like wilted lettuce, and shock gave way 
to despair, mixed with bourbon and ice. 
“The mythical queen of carbonation had 
fallen, and nowhere in the pantheon of 
modern merchandising would we find 
her like again. Having compromised 
ber mineralwater purity by becoming 
a Vodka Mixer, she would now be 
condemned to dwell in mortal competi 
tion with such plebeian rivals as tomato 

«e and ginger beer. She night even be 
forced to abdicate, leaving the office of 
Rock Girl to be filled by annual 

ke that of Miss Rheingold. 
на half-cmpty glas darkly, 
1 could already discern the dim but 
ample outlines of Gina Hoople or Mari- 
lym Glutz succeeding to what must now 
become a purely titular post. 


it, how 
ever, the more Г became convinced that 
Psyche hadn't jumped at all — she had 
been pushed. Some fun-loving ad man 
hed spall 


Kicked apart, rebuilt, 
cvisioned, finalized, yes 

— and all without 
for Psyche's status. 


checked, a 
the least considerat 
as one of the 
brand 
1 had even invested her with an off-label 
love lile — an Olympian liaison with 0 
winged wonder об the public service 
field, the Man on the Telephone Book. 
Lightning in one. hand. a мош length 


PLAYBOY 


of hesvyduty cable in the other, he 
would steal to her rock at the height of 
the vernal equinox, and of this mystic. 
albeit mossy, union between the Spirit 
of Communication and the Soul of Eller 
vescence would be born a set of sprites 
—Wit and Eloquence— who would 
reign over all earthly conversation as 
the little Twin Gods of Repartee. 

But the time for whimsy was past. 1 
hadn't seen the Man оп the Telephone 
Hook since 1954, when he had been 
summarily banished from the covers of 
the Manhattan Directory im favor of 
color shots of local landmarks — things 
like the Women's House of Detention 
in spring, the former site of Leon К 
Bûdie's, amd the boyhood home of 
ex: Mayor Vincent R. Impellitteri. 
“Whither are we drifting?" 1 asked, with 
more alarm than originality. "What has 
happened to the sanctity of the Ameri- 
can trade mark?” 

As though in reply, Ше Herald Trib- 
une itself noted the appearance of an- 
other straw in the wind, not a fortnight 
later. Buried im the business section 
under Richard Phalon's byline, ihe item 
was headed. “FLYING RED HORSE GEIS A 
NEW SION, A SHRINKING: 

“A filling station symbol by another 
shape hus seemed sweeter to Socony 
Mobil Company, ever since it changed 
its mame from Socony Vacuum Com 
7 Phalon reported. 

“Ater almost 18 months at the draw 
ing boards, the company announced it 
had come up with a new device that 
jt hopes will build a stronger bond bc- 
Tween itself and the entire Mabil prod. 


ign, which will be stenciled on 
everything from bulk plants to busines. 
cards, preserves the heraldry of Socony's 
famed Flying Red Horse. but subordi- 
mates it ıo the Mobil name, 

“In the old device, according ıo the 


company, its latter-day version of Pegasus 
rated) 12 percent of station. sign space 
and "Mobil М percent, The revamp 


ing. carried out by Peter Schladermundt 
Associates, assigns the horse two percent 
and the company nane 29 percent. 

"The big change, however, has come 
in the shape, The shield Socony has been 
ming for almost a quarter-century was 
compresed into a kind of off beat rec 
tangle, reinforced with a Vahaped band 
of red and, the company thinks, offers 
considerably more eye appeal. 

So there you are, the Flying Red 
Hone reduced by 10 percent. Clearly 
another Munich for the trade mark, 1 
ре you get a picture of what that 
beat rectangle” looks like, because 
1 don't. Is it a bebop parallelogram? A 
traperoid with a beard? But hang on to 
your jiggers. while we hear Mr. Phalon 
out. After all, its not his fault. Hes 
j the news. 


yesppeal was what Socony was af- 
ter,” he goes оп to explain. “Recently 
the company began having some second 
thoughts on the ‘Colonial flavor of its 
sign. To check its effectiveness Socony 
ran off two films giving equal time and 
сипти to Shell. Esso and Mobilgas 
displays alike. 

"The results added up to an adverts 

man's nightmare, Even in the New 
tk Metropolitan area, where the Mo- 
name is something to conjure with, 
the company’s Flying Red Hone just 
barely managed to finish, 

“Asked to mame the sign seen том. 
Frequently in the flm, 59 percent of all 
viewers picked Емо, 234 percent named 
Shell and only 17.7 percent focused on 
Mobilgas” 

Ай of which sounded reasonable 
enough until 1 paused to examine the 
facts. Surely we have all had dificulty 
focusing on Mobilgas at one time or 
another, 1 reasoned. But didn't the 
sume hold true of Eso and Shell? 
Speaking personally, there have been 
times when even Texaco looked a little 
fury to me. But that would hardly 
justify compressing the familiar red 
star into the shape of a lopsided blint. 

Without any reflections on anybody, 
1 ako felt that we ought to consider 
the sort of audience that would sit 
through a doublefeature composed of 
nothing but Shell, Esso and Mobilgas 
displays. Where did Socony ever man 
age to dig up such a bunch? Were they 
profesional focusers, or just visually 
ipshod pleasure seekers, who had been 
ured into the projection mom under 
the impression that they were going 
ко preview the rushes of а new Вор 
Bunny film? As one whose sole interest 
j the preservation of our rational 
trade marks, 1 think Socony should be 
called upon to answer these questions 
Whats more, 1 find it decidedly suspi 

t the total percentage of per 
чөп» in attendance comes to 100.1 

Who or what does that 1 of a per 
son represent? Could it have been that 
one of Peter Schlaermunlt's associ 
ates already had his foot in the door? 
Or had cars inimical to our country’s 
welfare been listening at Socomy’s key 
ok? 

Je was with a start that L realized 
that each of the trade marks in ques 
tion had one thing in common — wings! 
Was it posible that this tampering 
with time honored. symbols could have 
tied in with the East West struggle for 


search? Earth satellite experiment? It 
was a sobering thought, and 1 was do 
ing my best to shake iı. when 1 sud- 
deny recalled that Psyche had been 
doing the Vodka Plunge! 

Not that there was anything wrong 
with vodka. in itself. Distilled from 


pore A 

Your local hobby shop, it represents as 
nice a way to spend an evening as 1 
can think of. But despite manufac 
turers’ efforts to claim it as a Юрию 
Yankce-Dootlle Боот, certain ageold 
associations with Muscovy still adhere. 
dc is, after all, the Russian pause that 
refreshes, and is known the world over 
as the brew that made Khrushchev fam 
‘ous, Wasn't it logical 10 suppose, then, 
that this wholesale desecration of our 
trade marks might be the 
new Soviet offensive, designed to dal 
‘our faith in name-brand dependability? 

But, no, Т told myself, While such 
shulduggery might be in perfect keep 
ing with the spirit of Geneva, it wa't 
likely that anyone the Kremlin would 
send to infiltrate our advertising agen 
Чез could survive very long on Madi 
son Avenue. Skill in palace warfare 
and а working knowledge of secret po 
lice methods would ill prepare one for 
the closkanddagger high jinks of an 
average day at the office 

Lulled into а false sense of security, 
1 was sitting around conjuring with 
the Mobil name, when the news broke 
six days later, Date line, Bangkok, А 
T. Steele fling Ay Wireless to the 
Herald Tribune. Headline: “тта см. 
santa aus His Picture Helps Sell 
Goods in Southeast Asia” 

Grateful for the fact that A. Т. 
Suele Вай the good sense to wireless 
rather than write, Г cracked out a fresh 
set of ке cubes, and read as 1 mise 
brand rolled oats 
made in Tsingtao. symbolise Commu 
nist China's trade offensive in South 
сам Asia, The packaged cereal, adorned 
with a cheerful portrait of St, Nick, is 
one of a widening list of Chinese prod 
wis appearing on the shelves ol Chi 
mese shops in Thailand. 

"Merchandise from Communist China 
began coming imo Thailand about à 
yar ago and is now to be found in all 
sections of the country. For the most 
рап. the goods are of low quality and 
cheap. Fountain pens, for example, 
sell for only 30 cents. Large thermos 
type flasks encased in wicker bring one 
dollar, but the local press hay repr 
stories from China telling about cal 
tics sullered in the explosion of w 
Masks. 

“Other China made. items include bi 
cles, sewing machines, radi, soap. har. 
monicas, padlocks, toothpaste, canned 
pineapples and beer. Also on sale are 
pickled Chinese lizards, the juice ol 
which is recommended for virility.” 

Well, there was the answer, The mys 
ieríous disappearance of the Man on 
the Telephone Book had been solved. 
With ruffled wings and cable гард 
that Iatterday version of Mercury had 
undoubtedly been whisked behind the 

(concluded on page 69) 


“Goodness, no! It's for the water cooler." 
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"The courts are in excellent condi- 
tion,” L said. "The hotel has assigned an 
‘extra detail this year to look after them 
because of the increased tennis activ 

T gave him the old sales spiel. 

"What kind of surface?" he said. Не 
had taken out à Cigar. 

"Clay with red brick dust,“ I said. 
"They give a very true bounce.” 

1 wanted to get away for lunch. He 
was lighting. his cigar and rocking back 
оп his heels. 

“How do you play?” he said. 

“What?” 1 said. 

"How do you play How good are 
you?" he said. 

“Well, I'm not too sure myself right 
now," Г mid. "T've been giving lessons 
all summer, and there hasn't been any- 
one 1 could really play with.” 

"What are you doing this afternoon?” 
he said. 

"Lessons from one to four, then from. 
five ıill dinner," I said. "I could work 
you in around 4:30 for half an hour.” 
It was hot and I wasn't wild on teaching 
straight through to dinner without a 
blow. 

‘But 1 don't want lesons;" he said. 
licking ashes on the rug impatiently. 
1 want to play you. A few sets” 

“OF course,” I said, confused. “That's 
what I had in mind. Make it at four 
you like.” 

“Fine,” he said. “ГИ be there.” 

He turned and duck walked out of the 
lobby. 

Alter lunch, it started raini 
didn't. come down hard, but 
steady. 1 went over to my room and 
sacked up. The next time 1 looked at 
the clock it was ahnost five and the sun 
was out again. 

1 walked over to the courts slowly, 
yawning, The courts were probably play- 
able already. I doubted that anyone 
would show for a lesson, though. On 
afternoons when it rained, most of the 
guests drove into town to shop ог see 
а movie, 

The courts were dry. There was even 
someone playing on court four. 1 went 
over. Tt was my boy Fessler playing with 
Clara Roberts. Clara Roberts had taken 
the game up because she had felt her 
good figure would show to advantage 
in tennis tog, It had taken her 15 years 
to learn how to hold the racket, and by 
then she could have played in a snow 
suit, They were having a battle royal 1 
guess When Clara came to the пес w 
pick up a ball, she whispered to me that 
the score was Вай. I looked over at 
Fessler. He was dripping with sweat and 
gasping for air. Let him take out his 
gar and rock back оп his heels now. 

Clara served, and the first point must 
have fasted five minutes They both 


(continued from page 27) 


stood at the baseline as though they 
were rooted and plooped the ball back 
and forth. I started yawning again. It 
was pretty awful. 1 had always imagined 
that Clara Roberts was the only human 
‘on earth who could swing a tennis racket 
and make it look like a signal for the 
funeral party to move on through the 
stop light. Fessler had her lashed to the 
mast. When be hit the ball, it sounded 
like a wet mackerel bouncing around 
in the bottom of the rowboat. 

"The only difference between them was 
that if Clara had ıo shift her feet much, 
she would get confused and hit into the 
net. Not old draggcd-cut Fessler, though. 
1С lightning had started digging up the 
service line, he would have gone on tak- 
ing those same awful jerks at the ball 
"That had been drummed into him, and 
1 don't think you could have changed 
his swing with а bonegrafting. 


deprewîng, He staggered over to me and 
leaned on the net. breathing hard. 

“It happens every time.” he said 
nal 

“What's that, Mr. Fewleri" I sid. 

“Y play lousy when I play with а 
lousy player.” he said. 

Clara had gone back to the clubhouse 
to stash her wrists 

“You played all right" 1 sid. 

"No. Г played lousy,” he said. "T only 
best her 1311." 

"Well" 1 said, "she's pretty good.” 

"She's rotten.” Ве sid. “I only beat 
her 13-11, and 1 take over some of the 
best in the game without even pressing.” 

1 took a deep breath. 

That's pretty interesting, Mr. Fess 

1 said. "Who are some of the best 
in the game you take over without even 
presing?” 

most all of them” he said. 

"Who in particular?" 1 said. 1 could 
go it as long as ће could. 

“Well, Pancho, lor instance,” he said, 
“1I beat Pancho 61, 63 just this spring.” 

“You ıncan Pancho Gonzales, 1 sup- 

y" wid. 

"No. I mean Pancho Segura,” he said, 
He was wiping his face with a towel. "T. 
think Gonzales is trying to duck me.” 

Т cleared my throat. “Mr. Feuer, do 
you have a pro you practice with hack 
in the city?” Гы. 

“1 sure do,” he said. "I work out with 
Harry Phelan almost every day. You 
Кво him?” 

71 know him,” 1 said. 
le helps me some with my court 
аи” Fewer mid, "ыи of coune 1 
always outsteady him when we play.” 
“Nv ate ere wea ig 

ia night | pat in a person-to-person 
call to Harry Phelan in New York. 

1 knew Harry from my amateur days. 


He had creamed me after a rough 
at Spring Lake, love and 2. The only 
other time we met was in the semis of a 
small tournament im Massachusetts. I 
was leading 62, 63, 4-1 when it began 
to rain, For eight days. By then everyone 
had forgotten about the tournament, in- 
lading the sponsors, so Т never did get 
to beat him in a match, 
Hello?” he said. 

“Hello, Phelan.” 1 said. “This is Carl 
Barnes: Saranac Lake.” 

"There was a silence, 

"Oh Barnes! ОГ counel" he wid 
"Good old Barnesey. 1 was just thinking 
about you the other day.” 


ing back оп the good old days when 
we used to play the circuit together" 
We had hated cach other's guts. "What 
do you want?" he said casually, 

“1 have a nut up here called Fowler 
1 sid. 

"Oh, my god!" he said. "Has he played 
уче 

“Just one set" 1 said. “Today,” 

“Did he win?” Phelan said. He was 
showing. 

“T suppose you could call it that” 
1 said. "We have the world’s wont 
woman player up here. Не almost had 
а stroke beating her.” 

There was a pause. 

“Barnesey?” he said. 

“Yez?” 1 said 

“You remember that time in Mass- 
ees when št апей тий? he 

“Now that you mention it, 1 do,” I 
said. 

"Well" he sid, "you would have 
beaten me.” 

“Oh, I don't know,” 1 said, “I was 
only ahead by two sets and leading in 
the third" 

“You would have beaten me all hol 
low.” he said. There was another pause 
“But anyway, Barncsey, old bean, our 
days of competition are left om the read 
behind us. And in a business like ours 
where we have to be on the lookout for 
‘ourselves all the time, its good to have 
tried friends we know we can bank on 
the midst of а storm.” 

“What do you want?" 1 said сан. 
want you to keep an eye on Fesler 
Tor me.” he said. 

"1 keep an eye on all our guests who 
play tennis” 1 said. “Из part of my 
кь” 

"Yes, but this В something special,” 
Phelan said. "I want Fessler coming 
back to the city with the same attitude 
he bad when he left.” 

“What attitude is that?" 1 said. 

“The attitude that if he wanted to 
‘enter the Nationals tomorrow, he could 
sweep through the field without losing 

(continued om page 1) 
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we find a brown-eyed beauty in 


WE. WEKE. 
week of coni 
agents, and o 
thoughts af the Jol 
o lolty were they that we scarcely heard 
the dulcet voice of the stewardess ге 
questing us to fasten our seat belt. She 
repeated the request, and we looked up 
into the brown eyes of petite (5° 3°) 


a buy 
h authors and 
was filled with 
literary calibre. 


with a twi you). we engaged her 
în conversation amd whipped out our 
embased busines card. We won't say 
she consented to became Miss July right 


then and there, but in the course of 


the wild blue yonder 


to buy a T 
Vodka G 


ıd she is the proud pos 
sessor of a pile of Frank „ Hany 
Belafonte and Jacki 

we did manage to get 
pave the way for this 


" 


n 
MISS JULY. H Avgoy:S PLAYMATE ок THE MONTH 
—————— 


MISS JULY. + Aysoys parmare оғ тне момтн 


AC Ра 


Jeon ched 


^s coptein, above, then 
look ond figh plon below. У 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Brcathes there a man with soul so dead, 
Who's never to his playmate said: 

“То hell with breaklast, 

Come back to bed!” 


really don’t know what you see in 
him, my dear.” said the pomytailed model 
m. “He's just an 


"Gee," was the response, "what more 
could a girl ask for? 


The new patient was airing his woes to 
an understanding doctor: "Alter the 
first, Tm tired, Doe. After the second, 
my chest aches and 1 start getting pains 
in my legs. Alter the third, 1 feel like. 
fainting and it takes halan hour for 
шу heart and respiration to retum to 
“Why don't 
inquire the docta 
"How can 1 do that, Doe?” the patient 
asked. 71 live on the third.” 


it after the fasi" 


În chien days ment кеней. бог wav 
ix а woman мош take. lt ıo bex: 
day. рама фана ã иал 
Wl take iê v coun 


fe 

The young man hal farted hia Sancte 
to ict I parents over cocktails at the 
Faza. Alter ha family had departed the 
ЮП ante to know bei ahe had 
шс ie рева on en; 

“Tim юну to have олай you tis, 
damen" the fellow sid. "but Yale you 
Yere in ıhe ades room. mj moder id 
fee an she сшде yor faber ue 
en 

Did you ill em ат 1 amendat 


Bennington and Mt, Holyoke?" she asked 


in surprise. 


"a ee we m family 

пара пори 
AME 

E c-r 


Qui посл Department has come up 

wich Шс риси, ме Шш Ше 
ras ames of lime p gi муз по 

КДА 


We тае the deter of resignation 
lied by а charming young secretary 
tro was lord to qul her Job because 

constante: "Der 
п» gag 10 big or 


А girls Ken usally leave: something 
по be deeds (he ret ol ber 


The tabytaced, N 

ned bêv mer to indore her; "T 

Tot again for dinner tonight, Mom. 

1 made a mistake last night and c bons 
foe to dö qı over pin. 


in a phone booth talking to my 
gi Мик" ыш ше defendant, 
Fand this cop came up, opened the door, 
grabbed me by the coat amd dragged 


“What did you do?" the judge asked. 

7E didn't do anything, not until he 
grabbed my girl and dragged her out, 
too." 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, тдувоу, 
352 Е. Ohio St, Chicago 11, Ша and 
‘earn an easy fece dollars [or ench joke 
ned Im case of duplicates, payment goes 
{oft received. Jokes cannot be returned. 
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“Oh, George — уоште worse than my husband.” 


pictorial 


een 
5 == 5 = | \\ 
ты. 


Se \ ER popu (фы 


nice figure...tall... 


s a typical Norwegian girl... 
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SILVERSTEIN 
IN 
SCANDINAVIA 


the further wanderings of 
playboy's bearded 
cartoonist at large 


FROM THE LAND OF THE RISING SUN, 
where he sketched his impressions for 
‘our May issue, Shel Silverstein few 
the great circle route, touching down 
briefly in Anchorage, Alaska, to the 
Land of the Midnight Sun — Scan- 
dinavia, the home of the Vikings. 
Ibsen, Grieg, Strindberg, Ekberg, 
Kierkegaard, smörgäsbord, sex 
changes amd the Swedish massage. 
Our bearded ambasador-with-port- 
folio called us, collect, from Copen- 
hagen to make certain his Scandi- 
navian sketches had arrived. safely. 
They had, and included with them 
was a brief written report on his per- 
sonal adventures: "This has been 
one of the most hectic months of my 
lite," he wrote, “Alter touring Мог 
way and Sweden, Г settled down in 
Copenhagen, where Г thought my 
beard would permit me to blend 
quietly in with the Danes, many of 
also bearded. 1 couldn't 
have been more wrong. Due in large. 
part to this damned beard, E (1) be- 
came involved in a barroom brawl 


"Now for heaven's sake, Harry, 
try to look like a VikinglI" 


"Decisions, decisions, decisions!" 


W^ 


"If you're a girl, how about 
having dinner with me tonight?" 


(which I won) overa woman (which 
I lost), (2) worked as а solo wash- 
board and featured vocalist (because 
1 spoke the best En 
Buc's Bearded Viking 
Danish Jaz Band (s very popular 
group until 1 joined them), (3) suf 
fered a slightly broken foot, acquir- 
i пр. a cane and a very glamor- 
ous air, (4) was under observation 
and investigation as a "Russian 
Agent’ because I was seen entering 
the Rusian Embassy i 


brief but glorious romance which 
I'm not telling any 1,000,000 rLAY- 
nov readers about, As of this writing, 
ny foot, heart and political standing 
all in pretty good shape.” 


“Room for one more..." 


Silverstein sings the blues with the 
Bearded Viking New Orleans Jazz Band. 
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a set Phelan said 

“I he's crazy enough to believe that 
with the game he's got, he'll still believe 
it when he leaves here," T suid. “Why 
do T have to watch him? 

"Because he won't still believe it И 
ће starts losing to players as bad as he 
is,” Phelan said. 

“The only place he could win а match 
would be somewhere in Outer Mon- 
golin," T said. "You talk as though he 
had never lost before.” 

"Hc never has,” Phelan said. "At least, 
mot since T got my ~ since 1 began in- 
structing him.” 

"He tells те ће beats you all the 

с T wid. 

m he does, he does” Phelan sid. 


"Why?" ам 
"Let's put it this way.” he said. “Fes 
ler is a very highly regarded tennis 
player at the Universal Export Corpora- 
tion. They like the way he hits his fore 
к 


Hes popular with the other em 
ployees in the company then.” 1 said 
"Не owns the company.” Phelan said. 

HI see" 1 said. 

“Last month E got myself a new Cadil- 
lac,” he said "1 didn't get it selling old 
women ankle wraps” 

“Не told me he beat Segura.” 1 said 

“He did, he did," Phelan said. “A lot 
of others. too. At first, 1 thought 1 was 
going to have to pay them all of. But 
jt didn't work out What way. Te turns 
out they all get a bang out of losing 
до him, Dont ask me why. All know 
is they call him up in the middle of 
the night from California or to 
challenge hin to » game a month later. 
їз great with me. 

"Well" 1 said, “what do you want me 


им play with him yourself every 
day and make sure he beats you.” Phelan 
id. “If he tries to get a pickup game, 
talk bim out of iı. Tell him that playing 
inexperienced amateurs will only dull 
his edge. 

“ГИ do my best 1 said. 

“And Barnesey, old bean 
"1 just got word of a nice 
opening in Florida. I'm already set my 
sell, but if everything goes right up 
Fessler doesn't get beaten by 
1 don't see why E couldn't swing 
jt your way.” 

1 liked Phelan putting it all on a 
friendship basis. 

“Everything will go right," 1 said. 

Fessler was out on the court the next 
‘morning at the appointed time. He ar- 
ried four rackets and wore an eggshell 
polo shire with a maraon monogram on 
the pocket. Before we began. he threw 
up some grass to sce which way the wind. 
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was blowing. 

"The next hour was the toughest 1 put 
in all summer, Fessler was so awful you 
had to be a creative genius to think of 
ways to lose. I finally managed to throw 
the first set 64 by serving a deluge of 
double faults 

“Gosh, 1 just can't seem ıo get that 
second ball where 1 want it today, 
said We were changing courts. 

“T know,” he said. "I have that trouble 


most lost to Kramer that way,” he 
said, chuckling. 

1 couldn't foul up quite so much in 
the second set. There's such a thing as 
being obvious. 1 tried juggling the score 


тәй. 
hat makes 


got the balls to serve 
Let's ee." T called ont. " 
it 1. your favor.” 

Fessler called back, 


only 


“As much as 


Tis iy eke маанай. 
hands against the neteord, a backhand 
just over the baseline, and getting 
taught Па оока on a drop shot Î 
could havc reached pushing a piano. 

“That's some drop shot you've got 
there,” 1 said. “It's so deceptive it just 
sneaks up оп you" 

7 drive Budge out of his mind with 
7 Fester said. cackling like а lunatic. 

Пк weren't going too badly until 
the end of the last set. Junior Casswell, 
who had a leson for the next hour, 
ame and sat down on the grass by the 
side of the court. 

Не watched uneasily for a few min 

for him. 

“Say. why don't you tell him what he's 
doing wrong, Cari?” Junior said. 

1 didn't say anything. We played an 
other point. 

"Why keep on just blooping the ball 
hack to him, anyway?" Junior said. 
"Why don't you show him how to 
swing 

"Were playing a set.” T mid. 

“You never let me play a set ill 1 
learned how to swing,” Junior siid. His 
voice was beginning to rise. 

He's got a mice wing," 1 said, 

“Sure thing” Junior said with all he 
irony a ISyearold can muster. "He's got 
a jimdandy swing.” 

His voicc was getting louder and be- 
tween points I could scc Fessler straining 
to overhear. We had another long rally 
їп back court. Junior was standing up 
and sitting down and squirming around 
like an cel. Until that moment, 1 had 
been — in a small way — his athletic idol. 


two games of losing the 
set and getting it over with, 1 tried ıo 
hurry things along. 1 missed balls cons 
pletely and fell down on ankles that 
twisted without warning. The racket 
slipped out of my hand in the middle of 
rallies and I staggered around drunkenly 
from momentary spells of sun blindness. 
We had three more points to до when 
Junior suddenly jumped up. Г looked. 
ст. He was starting to cry. 
сите letting him beat yout” Junior 
whined in a high, shrill voice. 
letting him beat you, and 
could beat him myself! 1 could be 
him rays" 
Fessler had come to the net. Не was 
glaring, taking it all iı 
ou couldn't Jun 


and wait till we're finished.” 

^E won't sit dawnt 1 wont" he 
screamed. ^L could beat hin. 1 could! 
He's nothing but a... bum 
fat bûn!” 

"Oh, you think so, do you?” Fessler 
shouted. Не waddled around the net 
and joined the happy group. "I tell you 
what well do, then. Well play a set 
and же how much of а bum | amt“ 

"Thats OK with me," whined Junior. 
“That's OK with me. 

T thought for a moment. Y Junior had 
эп обалу and Fessler played way over 
is head, Junior would win about 6: 
“Well. its пог OK with me,” 1 said. 
“Junior. you get back to the chibhouse, 
and РИ talk to you later. Now move! 
He bad always been my favorite, but the 
Job in Florida was bigger than the two 

of us 

Junior knew he had spoken out of 
ine, anyway. Rubbing his eyes with ane 
hand and dragging his racket along 
behind him with the other, he trudge 
ой to the clubhouse sniffing, 

“Why wouldn't you let me play him?” 
Fessler said. "Ht would teach the young, 
upstart a good lesson.” 

"Yes, but grudge matches aren't per 
mitted here.” 1 said, “If the hotel found 
ot about it, 1 could be fred for 
negligence.” 

“AI the same." he said, “I would 
have enjoyed beating him.” 

“You would have to 
said, 

After that, 1 decided pretty definitely 
that any best plan was to get Fessler the 
hell back 10 the city as fast as possible. 
It wasn't safe to let him out on the 
court with one of the chambermaids, and 
1 couldn't watch him every second, Be. 
sides, if 1 was going to have to play 
him myself, 1 would have to come up 
with a new script for losing cach day 
Td have to win the Academy Award to 
get to Miami, and 1 wasn't that good 
an actor. 
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“.. . These happy, childlike, carefree people. They are, 
especially the young girls, so delightfully пате about sex . . .” 
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“That night 1 found him în the hotel 
lobby. Не was sitting back in an casy- 
hai 

“Well, Mr. Fessler.” 1 sid, "are you 
enjoying your little мау with ue" 

"Yey," he said jovially, "I'm having a 
sery fine time." 

"The place does have a lot to offer,” 
1 said. "Hes 100 had it gets so dull at 

m 


г he said. Me shifted his cigar. 
“1 mean, alter New York with all its 
lacets ol entertainment,” 1 sid. 

"Oh. 1 don't know,” he said. “1 sort 
ot enjoy the change: 

"Well, it's nice ал long as the weather 
holds out" Т said, 1 looked over 
shoulder for Norton, the manager. 
too bad about the cold wave.” 

He took the cigar out of his mouth 

“Cold wave?” he said. 

“You know,” 1 said. “The one they 
all Old Faithful, From Canada, Never 
had a season yet it didn't bring along 
Jack Frost and a barrel of snowbound 
Tun, We hose over the courts for skating." 

Fessler thought about it. 

we a cold wave in 

this far,” he said. 

“L hope none of this nonsense happens 
over the weekend, anyway." 

fre staying over the weekend?” 


1 sid. 

“Of coune;" Ве wid. “The wura- 
ments heing held in шу honor." 

1 cleared my throat. "Tournament? 
1 said, 

“Why. certainly.” he said. “Didn't 
Norton talk to you yer? I told him all 
about my tennis background this alter- 
noon, and he ssid he thought while T 
was here we ought to give the other 
guess а treat and put on а weekend. 
Tournament. He probably didn’t have a: 
chance to же you." 

1 wet my lips "This will all be cracker- 
jack, Mr. Fessler,” I said. "But frank 
in your own inten 
wise risking your n 
time tournament? There won't be any 
national recognition for winning, and 
И à miracle should happen and you 

те a shade olî and юм...” 

Не was shaking his head. 

“Eve made up my mind,” he said 
(най, "Î need a tournament under my 
belt. Norton has promised a trophy for 
the winner, 

1 was going to have to do something 
fast, 1 tried excusing myself, but Fessler 
was lost in his own thoughts, 

"You know. Barnes” he suid. 
ва wonderful game.” 

“I's fine, healıhgivîng. recreation." 
1 said automatically. I glanced at my 
watch. 

“That's not what | mean,” Fessler 
siid. He looked at me closely, “Barnes, 
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do you love tennis?” 

Somehow, the way he said it, I felt 
embarrased. 

"Sure, Mr. Fesler" 1 said. “Sure 1 
do. 1 like it better than golf ог swim- 
ming —" 

"You like it, but до you live for i?” 
Fessler said. "Do you feel every time 
you walk out on the court that уоште 
the luckiest guy in the world to be an 
athlete who can enjoy the game to its 
fulles?" 

1 looked down at my feet. 1 tried to 
figure out how Fosler had managed to 
get me on the defensive. Then for a 
moment. I thought back to my first year 
of playing through the East and the 
excitement of winning my first grass 
court tournament and the telegrams that 
had been waiting for me when 1 got 
hack to my room in the evening, 

71 felt like that when E was an ama- 
teur 1 said at last. "I mean, D like 
teaching — we work very hard — or, not 
exactly йш...” 

When 1 finally got that draggedout 
conversation over with, I left Fessler 


planning how he was going to fit the 
‘winner's trophy into his suitcase. 

‘The first thing | did after telling 
Norton to turn blue was to make a list 
of all the players at the hotel who know 
how to keep score and could hit the 
ball on the frst bounce. 1 put them all 
in the lower bracket. 

Then 1 seeded Fesler first and put 
him in the upper bracket. 

For the first round, be had a bye. 

For the second round, he had a bye. 

Y hod to match him up against some- 
one before he could get to thc semi- 
finals so in the third round 1 had him 
play Henri Barduch. 1 was rtasonably 
sure that Fesder would win, Henri Bar- 
duch was the hotels grounds keeper. 

fe was lame? in the left leg and quite 
luy besides Abo, he couldn't speak 
much English. Hc had never seen a 
tennis match and thought he was being 
punished for not having kept the hedges 
clipped. 

All through the match he kept up a 
steady stream of abuse at me and Fessler. 
Fessler thought he was being compli- 
mented on his play and was beaming 
when Ве came off the court a victor. 1 
had tokî him he was playing a former 
French Davis Cup star. 

"That didn't take me long, did 10" 
Fesder said. 

Henrî was wiping his face with a red 
bandana, swearing at us in French. 

"You were in control all the way,” I 
said. “Now you're a semifinalist.” 

“Who do 1 play?" he said. 

“A lefty named Stan Harrison,” I 
said. "He's a very good player. He won 


our Labor Day tournament last year 

"And then when do T play the fina 
Fessler said, 

"Sunday afternoon,” 1 suid. 

Stan Harrison was a good player. Не 
was also checking out of the hotel about 
three hours before Г had scheduled his 
match with Fessler. 

"Congratulations, Mr. Fessler 
"you're in the finals" 

"What about my 


you. You win by default” 
"Who do 1 play in the finals?" Fessler 


Scott Whitney.” 1 said, "He's only a 
sophomore at Princeton, and he's mu 
ber three man on their team ahead 

"You sure he'll play me?” Fessler ки 
with concern, "Td hate ıo win the finals 
ву default 

“1 have a hunch he'll see it through,” 
1 saîd. 

Just how far he'd sce it through was 
the problem. I was having trouble with 
Scott. 

“Sure 1 want you to have the job, 
Carl" Scout said. “FU do anything rca- 
sonable to help out. But there's going 
o be all those people there watching, 
That's the thing. Гап going to feel like. 
эп awful jackass Josing in front of all 
those people.” 

“Then stop worrying," 1 sid. “Tve 
worked out everything with Norton. Не 
wants 10 make up for the egg he laid. 
He's got a program that will keep the 
guests running until their tongues are 
hanging out. The hotel's staging а &av- 
enger hunt, an organized nature hike, 
free aquaplaning, a movie short, Archery 
«nd You, and a bridge tournament with 
prizes If there's anyone left over, the 
boat boy is going to put on a track 
meet, ‘There won't be 20 people at the 
mah: 

"1 hope not,” Scott said, He was 
gloomy. "les just that everyone around 
here knows I'm from Princeton, 

Sunday was bright amd fair. Notices 
‘of the scavenger hunt, the organized 

e hike, the free aquaplaning, the 
movie short, Archery and You, and the 
bridge tournament with pris were 
posted all over the lobby. At 1:80, 
everyone left the dining room and 
stood around reading the notices, 

At three o'clock, every guest in the 
hotel walked straight across the lawn and 
‘over 10 the tennis courts. 

“Look at all those people,” Scott 
said in the tennis house. Не was peer- 
ing out Ше window. “Look at them all. 
1 thought there weren't going vo be 20 
people here. 

“They'll all leave after Ше first set” 
1 said. My stomach didn't feel so good. 

(continued un page 60) 


THE TROUBLE WITH АМВ 


up to their necks in water and woe, the natives are restive tonight 


ame тоне мити ann is that its very, 
very small, and people who гып acros 
it on map are apt to think it's a cano 
praphers” abbreviation for “ambush,” 
“ambiguous,” or even “ambary,” а plant 
that grows in patches thereabouts, in- 
stead of what it really is viz, Amb, 
an independent but utterly insignifi- 
cant country on the Indus River, and 
snack in the middle of Pakistan. Not 
only is Amb so small as по be hardly 
Worth mentioning but, to make mat- 
ters won, it is getting smaller at am 


travel By JOHN SACK 


average rate of 244 acres an hour, and if 
it keeps losing ground like this, it will be 
all gone by the end of the year, The 
diminution of Amb began a decade ago, 
when Pakistan pawed a law against the 
jagirs, or fiefs, on Pakistani soil; as 30 
square miles of Amb were ориз. Pakistan 
took them back A second, even more 
stunning blow was delivered im 1950, 
when, after coming acruss some 80.ycar- 
old papers Pakistan laid claim to Ше 
entire left bank of the Indus, 290 square. 
miles of Amb, and away it went. At the 


same time, Pakistan appropriated Ams 
vasilige the Khanate of Phulra (pro. 
cel like "pool room" without the 
20 square miles. The upshot of 
all this aggrandizcinent is that Amb, to- 
day, is only 14 square miles and 4014 
persons, all 4014 of then on the good 
fornothing right bank of the Indus, and 
even there the sovereignty of Mr. Мо: 
hammed Farid Khan, the Nawab of Amb, 
is shaky indeed. His people are restive, 
some of them want to go to Pakistan, 
the Nawab 1 understand, is so uncertain 
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of their loyalties that he hasn't been to 
Amb for many years: instead, he sits in 
а palace in Pakistan and, with a pair of. 
high-powered field gases, he watches 
Amb warily 

In the light of all this, 1 decided a 
Tew months ago it was now or never to 
visit Amb and, as soon as my Pan Amer. 
ican airplane had set down in Karachi, 
I hurried to the north by train and bus, 
and I was delighted ıo find that Amb 
was still there, The country Изи was 
по delight, though: it was 120° in the 
shade, so outrageously hot, indeed, that 
most of the Ambis were sitting Up № 
their necks in the Indus River. They, 
the 4014 people of Amb, are Moslems, 1 
learned, who came from Afghanistan 
600 years ago; they speak in Tanawall, 
dye their beards red, and, whenever 
they aren'ı sitting in the Indus River or 
swimming to Pakistan — aided, inciden- 
tally, by waterwings of buffalo skin — 
they dress in turbata, a kind of night 
shirt and pyjamas, а billowy. white pair 
‘of pantalons from which our own py 
jamas (the word and the pyjamas them- 
selves) are derived. On this outrageous 
morning, the Ambis greeted me by 
laughing hysterically, ИЗ a rather odd 
custom, 1 thought, apt to get on your 
nerves alter a while and Г never was 
given a satisfactory explanation of it. 
‘According to someone, the Ambis were 
awfully shy and were gigeling hard, but, 
according to someone else, the Arbis 
were awfully friendly and were smiling 
hard. Whichever it was, I confess to be- 
ing rather annoyed with die Ambis and 
with Amb itself by the time 1 was taken 
to the Nawab’s guest house, There, | 
was shown to my room, rather a fashion- 
able one with a stained glass window, a 
Persian rug, a canopied bed and a fire- 
place, of all things; it was just as hot as 
anywhere ehe. А servant gave me the 
most appalling glass of water I've seen 
—it came from the Indus, and it was 
opaque — and, after dropping five Hala 
zone pills into this, waiting for an hour 
and throwing it away, I ell ino the 
canopied bed and fell asleep. 

By four odo it was somewhat 
cooler, and 1 paid a call on Ше Nawab 
himself, at his palace on the land that 
Pakistan took away in 1950. 1 found 
that he resembles Ed Wynn. The Na 
wab, Mr, Farid Khan, has a silly face, 
sillier grin and his chin is indistin 
guishable from his neck: that afternoon, 
his gray bell bottomed jacket hung over 
his pot belly to below his knees, his tur. 
ban was powderblue and а loose end 
icetercd above it like an aerial - the 
Vogue in this part of the world, but 
quite absurd to look at. The Nawab 
was pleasant enough, but, I was told, 
hes liable to fits of temper and then 
hell jump on his subjects (literally), 
таре them, or push them a foot further 
into the Indus River. His first words to 


me, after the usual pleasantries amd 
и wem 
you are — Pakistan or Amb?” 
“Vm in Amb,” I said amiably. 
“Right!” said the Nawab, grinning, 
“and why Pakistan has taken it away, 
ҮЙ never know. It's worse than the 
Russians” Wistfully, he looked across 
the river at what was left of Amb, fin- 
gering his feld glasses idly, and said, 
"The people of Amb loved me. Day in, 
day out, do you know what 1 do? 
lanthropy. 1 give away money.” So siy- 
ing, he shot a glance at his secretary, а 
thin, red-bearded man who was doing 
the translating, and the secretary picked 
up a little bag and let me squeeze, 
шей йи was full of rupees, E 
afternoon,” the Nawab said, “I gave 
money to 20 people,” his largess being 
"0€ to а beggar: 306 to another beggar; 
$8.60 w an orphanage in Pakistan; 
$1720 to Mr. Най Baz Gul, who was 
serving, $860 w Mr. Omar Khan, 
whose daughter had drowned (while 
sitting in the Indus, incidentally); and 
comparable sums to other needy cases 
Alo,” said the Nawab, "I have gran- 
aries, and whenever the people are hun- 
ктү. 1 give them grain 
"Where do you get it all?” 1 asked, 
“For the most part, taxes. The agri- 
cultural tax В one bushel out of every 
two." 


ош of tof" 
‘Well, in certain cases, one out ol 
three.” The Nawab of Amb returned 
to the subject of philanthropy. “A few 
year ago, for example, 1 threw open a 
granary, and 1 gave away the 
part of 2 ton. Many of the people were 
starving.” 

1 wouldn't doubt it 1 saîd, 

Now it was evening, a Moslem time 
for prayer. When somcone had sprayed 
the floor with DDT and someone else 
had unrolled a Persian rug, the Nawab 
kneeled and began to salaam to Mecca, 
and as he did another man pulled a 
торс, working a huge, burlap fan on 
the ceiling above, and other men swat- 
ted fics. Alter five minutes of this, the 
Nawab of Amb arose, buffing and pufi- 
ing: he put a cigarette in his mouth, 
but he never got around to lighting it. 

"The palace,” 1 remarked, "is terribly 
hot” 

"Here and there, I have a half-dozen 
others” said the Nawab of Amb, "— 
and much, much cooler" 

After 1 had talked with the Nawab, 1 
felt that Pakistan was certainly right in 
disposewîng him, and too bad it wasn't 
sooner, but after 1 heard Pakistan's side 
of the story, 1 wanted to call a plague 
on both their houes The Pakistani 
case was given to me several days later 
by Mr. Abdul Qayum Khan, a politi- 
cian. at his hot, musty office in the Civil 
and Military Gazette building, in La- 


hore. For years, Mr. Qayum had be 


must be destroyed!" until, in 1950, the 
left bank of the Indus River and the 
Khanate of Phulra were invaded by 500 
Pakistani police. САМА в LIREKATED,” 


‘aid the Civil and Military Gazette.) At 
the time, Mr. Qayum said he was doing 
it out of pity, promising to the Ambis 
а lower taa, suffrage and free land, al 
though, to be sure, it was also rumored 
that Mr. Qayum had tried to shake the 
Nawab for $2 grand and hadn't got it 
Anyhow, the liberated Ambis held an 
election soon after their deliverance, 
and a solitary name was on the ballot, 
Mr, Abdul Qayum Khan's, 

"What 1 did." Mr. Qayum was telling 
me, in Lahore, "was to liberate 60,000 
people, Under the Nawab, they were 
subjected to all sorts of tortures, to 
feudal excesses and other unspeakable 
exceses which I couldn't even men 
tion.” Mr. Qayum's face was fat, heavily 
jowled, and his eyes were pigeyes, lost 
beneath a beetling forehead. 

*Tortoresî” 1 sid. 

“Unspeakable tortures.” 

“Which?” 

“They're unspeakable.” 

<a 

"After 1 had apprised Pakistan ol 
these unspeakable tortures and of other 
feudal excesses, we agreed, naturally, to 
liberare Amb.” 

"Would you tell me just one torture?” 
1 sid. 

"Well..." Qayum Khan lean 
conspiratorially and whispered. 

“Not really!” T said. 


sad Mr. Abdul 


After he had been elected by the ex 
Ambis, Mr. Qayum rose quickly. In 
three years he was Pakistan's minister 
of industries and bucking for prime 
minister; then, there was a cabinet crisis, 
he was kicked upstairs, the Moslem 
League wouldn't support him and hes 
back where he started, So, in fact, arc 
the 60,000 persons he liberated, who — 
seeing how the Nawab is still the owner, 
if not the ruler, of exAmb—are рау. 
taxes to Pakistan and rent to the 
Nawab, and, apparently, are worse oll 
than before, except they can vote for 
Mr. Qayum. Meanwhile, the Nawab has 
gone to court to get his country back, 
but as soon as he files suit for some ol 
it. Pakistan takes more of it away, The 
result of all this litigation is that Ка 
veab’s lawyer, Mr. Sajjad Ahmad Jan, 
has made $21,000 and with it has built. 
himself a mansion in Abbotabad, the 
Pakistani equivalent of the Catskills 
According to Mr. Jan, the Nawab hasn't 
а chance; according to the Nawab, Mr. 
Jan has a fatherinlaw, a judge, and 
; and according to Pakistan, it's а 
quibble over words. "My goodness,” a 
(continued on poge 65) 
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PLAYBOY'S 
YACHT 
PARTY 


the good ship gallant 
and a carefree crew of beauties 


pictorial 


‘Above: everyone pitches in to work ship. 
Left: oll soils set ond outward bound. 


» ADVENTUROUS fun and excitement, 

Tor the intimacy and privacy of a small 
world in itself, for the pleasures of being 
оп the water and in it and snugged 
down covily after dark — there's nothing 
that comes anywhere near a cruise party 
on a husky, handsome yacht, if you have 
the right crew aboard, 

When the good ship Gallant — а two- 
masted schooner, luxury yacht, race win- 
ner and, as yachtsmen say, goldplater — 
left her mooring and moved out into 
the waters along the California Coast, 
all these conditions were 

But even before that, the special fun 

goes with a yacht party had маг 
The girls had gather 
packed in hampers smoked 
trout рие and other tinned delicacies 


together and 
ıinbow 


hors d'oeuvres — and heartier fare. The 
best in liquors—and plenty of chilled 
beer -- had already been stowed in the 
ship's stores and when the entire group 
stepped from the yacht club launch onto 
Gallant's teak deck, that special atmos- 
sphere of a shared adventure was al 

ready on them all. 
The girls stowed their personal gear 
below in the cabin and staterooms while 
(continued overleaf) 
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Right: As Gollant pokes her bow. 
sprit into the privacy of the blue 
Pacific, ће girls go below to change 
into swim suits while the men don 
diving geor. Meanwhile, а sheltered 
cove is reached, зой is lowered ond, 
os the vessel comes to anchor, 
some of the crew (opposite роде) 
go about providing а fresh-cought 
seafood banquet for all honds. 


Below: In one of Gallant's spocious 
staterooms, Down (RAYEOYS Moy 
Playmate) slides into а portiide 
bunk to dof her dungorees. Then 
(right) in helf bikini, she pouses be- 
fore the mirror to pin up her Рой. 
Opposite: reploces Down о! 
the mirror while, giri-like, they seem 
10 toke forever in getting ready to 
go topside for а dunk in the drink 


Gallant slipped her mooring and, 
inder power, headed out of the 
harbor. Once clear of the break. 
water. her skipper headed her 
into the wind and all hands 
manned the halyards to make 
зай. The motor was killed. Gal 
lanes canvas bellied to the 
breeze as she fell off a bit — and 
then came that glorious moment 
when a sailing vessel comes alive. 

Outward bound and with 
sheets cleated home, Gallant be. 
came a singlehander and every 

took a trick at the wheel — 
s with plenty of company 
in the cockpit. While landlub. 
bers sweltered ashore, the girls 
went below to change into their 
swimsuits and as Gallant headed 
for the calmer waters of a shel 
тей private cove, all hands 
made ready for the water sports 
to come, For a proper yacht 
party isn't merely a matter of 
sailing, There are types 
who's idea of lun is to perch on. 
the windward rail of a racing 
machine with the Ice rail under 
and icy spray drenching them, 
but Gallant's crew had no such 
thought in mind — though the 
ship can show her heels to any 
venel in her clas. 

So, as the cove was reached and. 
the anchor bit into the sandy 
bottom, sail was lowered. Every 
опе hit ihe drink for a cooling 
‘swim, ‘Those who like the sport 

(continued overleaf) 


(ebove) over the side she goes 
Opposite роде, top left In ће 
cockpit, some of the crew seem 
foscinated by the skindivers' finny 
catch brought from the chilly depths. 


donned kelp suits and skindiving gear 
and sought the underwater gardens 
where they played tag and caught lob- 
sters and fah for dinner. Others climbed 
ing ladder and pecled off wet 
ik in the sun on the forward 

dio played 


рше û 
Вашай ln Ше оо, 

sened э, home base lr (he a 

and the ма pony = a all powered 
koter — skimmed about with everyone 
taking torn tandem. 

THE sermón pased in thi bappy 
atmosphere of relaxed and intimate боой 
fun and by cocktail time all had had 
(Век lof son and water and sport: The 
tod crenig breste come ыр sed de 
hole gang gathered ай in sweaters and 

(conetuded overleaf) 


Above, after their skin-tingling undersea frolic, Dawn and Sheila gratefully greet the 
warmth and privacy of the forword deck where they towel dry, strip off bra tops and 
take turns applying sun tan lotion to each other's backs. Below, they stretch out for a 
пар and sunbath, relaxed ond shielded from the breeze by the windward bulwark, 


(Rû Дех, 


_ № 


and righ). rley (top right) hooked 

a tandem ride on the self-powered sec 
pony. Cantar ight: Dawn desc 

моу ladder, lost one cut оз 

ing coolness sends all aboard. 


slacks to share the cup that cheers, Then 
there was dancing to a slow blues on 
Gallant's wide decks, a couple went be. 
low to start a bucket of sea water boiling 
юп the stove for dinner, and as the sun 
lit the sky with the brilliant hues of sun 
жа and the first bright stars appeared, 
everyone paused for a moment in that 


Ај the end of o full ond fur-pocked doy 
о! seo the crew gels into slacks ond sweat- 
ers to relax ond sovour drinks and talk 
and music before going below for that 
sec-fresh lobster dinner. Down 

cll the good things c yachi 

to offer: о shored cocktoi 

refreshments in the cockpi 


murmurous silence—accentuated by the 
quiet Lapping of wavelets against the 
hull — which is known only away from 
the bustling land. 

After a sumptuous seafood feast 
aröund the cabin table with a good 
white wine and good talk— quiet de. 
srended on Gallant again as full dark 


greeted those who made their way back 
fon deck. The radio was turned low, the 
anchor light glowed on the forestay for 
some there was an intimate nighteap on 
the cabin divans, others sought their 
berths, and there were those. who 
stretched out on deck under the shim, 

mering stars of the summer night ЕЙ 


во 


"Look at them all just sitting there,” 
he said, 

"Probably half of them don't know 
what end of the racket to hold,” I said. 
Ш of them know I'm from Prince 
ton,” he said, 

Fessler arrived and walked right out 
оп the court. He had five rackets and 
was wearing a cream polo shirt with а 
tan monogram on the pocket. He те 
ceived quite an ovation. He acknowl 
edged it by looking down scowlingly at 
his armful of rackets He took several 
minutes deciding which one to use, and 
then he did а few deep-knee-bends to 
Timber up. 

“You'd better get out there before he 
ripples himself,” I said to Scott. 

Scott was white. He picked up bis 
rackets mechanically. 

“They'd better leave after the first 
set" ће said, 

‘Sure they'll leave,” I said. 

“They'd better." he said. “They all 
know Im —" 

“1 know, I know.” T said. pushing him. 
out the door, “Pretend you're playing 
for Yale. And don't worry so much. 
‘They'll leave before you know it.” 

He walked down to the court, shaking 
his head and muttering, I looked around 
at the crowd, If there was ever a bunch 
who bad settled down for a full after 
noon of tennis, this was it. 

Scott and Fessler began to warm up. 
1 didn’t feel much like watching. I took 
the brochure I had sent for. Florida Is 
Calling, and threw it in the wastepaper 
basket. 1 opened the drawer labeled 
“Used Balls” and poured myself a drink. 
1 just sat there for a while hearing bursts 
of applause from outside and remember- 
ing the time 1 рамей up the salesman's 
job with the moth ball company. 

“Then Norton walked in. Не was look- 


ing chagrined. 
"Thats quite a gallery you have out 
there,” he said. 
"It is that." Т said, "By way of con- 


versation, whatever became of the saw 
enger hunt, the organized nature hike, 
the free aquaplaning — ” 

Norton flushed. “Look, 1 want to 
apologize for starting all this. Не had 
me sold he was another Tilden. 

"When Pm picking up refuse for 
the city of New York this winter, ГИ 
remember that you apologized,” 1 said. 
“Is there any chance this convention 
outside will break up?” 

"чп afraid not,” Norton said, finch- 
ing. "Fessler passed word around the 
hotel this morning he may be in the 
next Davis Cup matches. М America 
needs him." 

Thad one more chance. 1 grabbed а 
water pitcher and filled it. Т hustled 
down the stairs and over to the side- 


(continued from page 48) 


lines. spilling water. 

‘When they changed courts at the Ah 
game, 1 gor Scott off to the side. 

"No one looks like they're going to 
leave." he said. 
they stay for the whole match,” 
1 said. “They're probably after а tan.” 

“Well, chen I'm sorry, Carl,” he said, 
“but Eve carried him as lar a» Го going 
ıo. Im not making a jackass ош ol 
myself for two more seis. There's а limit 
10 everything" 

He started back on court. 

“Look, Scott.” 1 said, grabbing him, 
"old Droopy Drawers over there is sort 
of in a world of his own. 1 mean, maybe 
tennis is all he has" 

But the crowd was getting impatient 
and Scott pulled away. He went to the 
baseline and towed up bis first Бай. 
His racket swept in a smooth, graceful 
arc. There was a sudden, sharp whip 
of tight gut. and a blinding blur of 
white rocketed across the court and 
bounded high against the backstop. 

Fesder's mouth dropped open as the 
crowd burst into applause. He had never. 
seen a ball hit that hard at him before, 
and he thought his eyes were playing 
tricks on him. The next three points of 
the game were exactly the same. 

1 didn't watch the rest. I went back 
up to the tennis house and stayed there. 

They were playing the last point of 
the match when I came out again. Scott 
charged the net and Fowler sent up a 
feeble lob. Scott has the hardest over- 
head smash in the East. Once, in a mixed 
doubles match, his ball accidentally hi 
a girl right in the middle of the fore- 
head. For a month, she had gone around 
looking like a unicorn. 

With a lightning smash, Scott sent this 
‘one screaming across the net. It bounced 
‘once and was gone. The boat boy found 
it the mext day floating around in the 
lake. 

‘Scott jumped dhe net and shook Fessler 
by the hand. Then the crowd wasaround 
them, congratulating Scott. 

1 stood on the porch and watched 
Fesler as Ше crowd filed away, He 
seemed to be in a daze. He walked over 
to the sidelines. After awhile, he sank 
down in the chair by the net. He was 
Soaked in sweat and breathing through 
his mouth. 

1 straightened up around the tennis 
house. I patched a racket and started on 
another. Then 1 went out on the porch 
instead. Fessler was still sitting there. 

1 walked over to him. 

Mr. Fesıler, its about time for dinner 
now." 1 saîd in a loud voice, 

He didn't answer me. 

“Look, Mr. Fessler.” 1 said, "its get 
ting cold out bere and you haven't even 
put your sweater on. You'll have to rush 


to get a shower before dinner." 

1 thought he wasn't going to answer 
again, 

"Then. from a long distanc 
“1 didn't even give him a game 
was all 

1 went back and finished stringing my 
racket. I was angry now. I'd lest my deal, 
hadn't 1? So that was the end of it. T 
had enough troubles of my own. I got 
dressed for dinner. 1 slammed the door 
to the shop and locked up. 

t was getting dark and colder, ıo 1 
tried once mare. 

1 put my hand on his shoulder. “A! 
right, why don't ме come along now?” 
1 said to him. 

This time Fessler stood up obediently, 
He looked around for a moment, and 
started ой across the court with me, No 
‘one ssid anything, 1 looked down at the 
ground, feeling gloomy about the way 
things had worked out for me and 
Fesser, too. Then I realized be had left 
his fine new rackets strung with Ше best 
tournament gut stacked neatly by the 
side of the court. 

“Hey, you don't want any of your 
rackets, Mr. Fessler?” I said, 

He shook his head and we went on 
across the lawn toward the hotel 


ıe said, 
” “That 


Jc must have been about 10:80 that 
night when 1 finally wended my way to 
the bar. I had trouble getting my order 
taken, My summer was spoiled, 1 had no 
job after September, and I couldn't even 
get a drink in the hotel where I worked. 
Tt figures, T thought, feeling sorrier for 
myself. 

T looked down at the other end of the 
bar in disgust, and suddenly, there was 
Fessler. He was sitting up on one of the 
stools as big as life. Не had а throng 
around him, listening to his every word. 
Whatever he was telling them, they were 
spellbound. When he paused to light his 
cigar, his audience watched with the 
rapt silence of а scout troop rallying 
around йз leader on the first night out 
їп the Belgian Congo, 

1 pushed my way down there in dis 
belief. Fessler had resumed telling them 
about the time he had battled ‘Talbert 
and Mulloy single-handed. He had 
marked out the court on the bar with 
soda straws. Talbert and Mulloy were 
represented by shot glasses, and Fessler 
by a beer mug, As the ball, a cashew nut, 
was pased {rom side to side, Ше shot 
glasses broke into a wild frenzy of abor- 
tive maneuvers, They bounced around 
оп the bartop like confused Mexican 
jumping beans. The beer mug, though. 
remained in stolid control of the situ 
tion, sloolly anchored at midcourt. 

When the shot glasses had finally 
‘expended themselves by rattling off 10 
opposite sides of the bar, the cashew 

(concluded on page 68) 


Ribald Classic 


LEFT THE снов EARLY: the offers were 

playing cards for high stakes. lı was 
evening, but the torrid heat made one 
think the sun was still shining. 1 found 
Pudica warcely dresed, her shoulders 
exposed to the breeze which seemed to 
burn them. Her arms were bare, those 
beautiful arms into which I had bitten 
so many times during moments of emo- 
tion, and which tasted as sweet as а 
strawberry. Her hair, heavy with heat, 
tumbled on her bronzed neck, and she 
was ravishing thus, Half lying over a 
low round table, she was writing. Now 
if Pudica were writing, it was no doubt 
to some lover, for some rendezvous, for 
some new infidelity to her husband, Ma 
jor Ydow, who accepted her ab in 
silence. When I came in, the letter was 
written, and she was melting some wax 
to seal it, some blue wax spangled with 
sih 


"Where is the Major?” she asked see 

ı me. She seemed flustered as she al- 
ways did, this woman who made men 
believe she was moved by their presence. 

“He is gambling in a frenzied fash- 
ion,” 1 answered, watching the pink 
flush which came to her face, "but I, this 
evening, have another type of frenzy. 

She understood me, “Bah!” she said, 
"your frenzy is over.” And she put her 
seal on the hot wax as it began to con- 
geal, "Here" she said with provoking 
insolence, pointing to the wax, "here 
is your character. It was boiling а few 
minutes ago, and now it is cold.” WI 
saying this she turned the envelope and 
was about to write the address, 

1 was not jealous, but in spite of ту 
sell I wanted to ме to whom she was 
writing. I looked over her shoulder. But 
my look stopped at the intoxicating 
deft between her breasts that place 
where I had rained so many kises En- 
tranced, Г bestowed one more upon this 
valley of love, The effect was instanta- 
neous; she stopped writing and straight- 
ened up as il someone had touched her 
with a red-hot iron. She threw back her 
head and looked at me with that mix- 


A newly translated tale from Les Diaboliques by Jules Barbey 


ture ol desire and confusion which was 
part of her chann. 1 gave her, in the wet 
pink of her hallopened mouth, all the 
intensity of my feeling. 

"This sensitive woman had the nerves 
of a tiger. Suddenly she jumped up. 

"The Major is coming up the stepa” 
she whispered. “He must have lost a lot 
of money, and he is especially jealous 
when he has lost. He is going to make a 
frightful scene. Here, jump in this place 
«+» Lam going to make him leave." 

‘She opened a large wardrobe in which 
she bung her dresses and pushed me in. 
1 believe there are few men who have 
not been put in a wardrobe on the ar- 
rival of a husband. 

But 1 cared nothing for the indignity 
1 was conscious only of the feel of her 
dresses against my face and of the dear 
fragrance of her which they still held. 
Soon, however, I heard the Major come 
in. She was right: he was in an execrable 
humor, suffering from an attack of jeal- 
‘ousy, and it was all the more explosive 
since he had hid it from the rest of us. 
Naturally inclined towards suspicion and 
anger. his look went towards the letter 
which remained on the table, and which 
my kisses had prevented Радка from 


“What de 


that letter?” he asked 
harshly. 

“и is a letter for Italy,” answered 
Pudica tranquilly. 


He was not fooled by her placid an- 
ser 

"That is not true,” he said in а rough 
voice, and in that short sentence I un- 
derstood much about the intimate life 
of these ı. 1 could not see, of 
course, but 1 heard, and for me that was 
secing. Their gestures were in their 
words and in the intonation of their 
voices which, in a few minutes, rose to 
the pitch of fury. The Major imisted 
that he be shown the letter: Pudica, who 
had seized it, refused to give it up. 1 
heard the rustle of clothes and the 
sound of feet as they struggled. The 

ајаг was strong, and he took the let- 


1 thrust my sword into his back up to the hill 


ter and read it. It fixed а rendezvous 
with a man, but his name was not given, 
Absurdly curious, as are all jealous men, 
the Major tried in vain to get the name 
of her lover. Pudica must have hurt ber 
hand in the struggle because she cried 


“You are tearing my hand, you brute!” 
Furious at knowing nothing, defied 
amd mocked by this letter which told 
him only one thing, that she had a lover 
— another опе — Major Ydow [ell into 
Suc cê iore пије кан eC ıi tit 
He showered Pudica with imulu— in 
the language of a coachman. I thought 
he was going to hit her, but the blows 
came later. He reproached her in shock: 
ing terms. Не was brutal and revol 

and she responded like a woman who 
knows she bas nothing to lose, She was 
less ignoble than he, more insulting and 
more cruel, She was insolent, ironical, 
‘with hysterical hatred, and an 
swering the torrents of insult with those 
words which women find when they 
want to make us crazy and which act 
upon our violence like sparks upon 
powder. ОГ all those cool and outra 
geous words she used, the ones which 
fell on his ears the most were that she 
did not love him and never had. 

“Never, never, never!” she repeated 
with joyous fury as if she were dancing 
сп his heart. 

Now this idea that she had never 
loved him was most ferocious for this 
handsome man so often loved by wo- 
men. He cried out: 


“Do you think he is yours?" 

"And whose is he, you 
asked in something which was not В 
voice, 

She continued to laugh. "You'll never 
know,” she said, defying him. And she 
whipped him with this, "You'll never 
know,” a thousand times, and when she. 
was tired of saying it, she began to sing 
it. Then when she had struck him 
enough with this sentence, she began 


THE SEAL ОЕ УЕМСЕАМСЕ 


to name the lovers she had had: the list 
included all his fellow officers 

1 have had them all,” she gloated. 

^ hild you are stupid enough 
to think your owu was given me by the 


p" 


only man I have ever really loved, that 
1 have ever adored. And you have not 
esed who Ве was? And you still don't 


Tying. She had never lo 
any man. But she felt that the daş 
blow for the Major was in this li 
she let him have it and then turned the 
blade im Фе wound with her next 
remark, 

Well." she said slowly, "since you 
do not guess, you will have to give up. 
It was Captain Mesnîlgrand. 

She was probably still lying. but I was 
longer sure. My name pronounced by 
hit me like a bullet through the 

ol the wardrobe 


There was a silence like after a 
strangling. Then suddenly I heard a cry, 


the force t thrust open the wardrobe 
door, What 1 saw 1 will never forget. 
Pudica was on her back on the low table 
where she had written her letter, and 
the Major was holding her with a grip 
of iron. Her clothes had been thrust 
aside, and her beautiful naked body was 
twisting like a serpent under his grip. 
What do you suppose he was doing with 
the other band? ‘The writing table, the 
lighted candle with the wax beside it, 
these circumstances had given to the 
Major an infernal îdea — the idea of 
the way she had 


relentless vengeful a 
sealing, 
Be punishe 
infamous wench!" he cried. 
T rushed at him and thrust my sword 
into his back up to the hilt 
— Translated by Hobart Ryland 


where you 
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TROUBLE WITH AMB (continued [rem 


Хамар says it's his state, we 
«state, So, what's all the fuss about? 
away of Amb has been 
paralleled by an atrophy of its ruling 
family, Mr, Kh Khan, the pre 
vious Nawab, was a warrior known as 
| the Liouhcarıed.”. with, in a 
g mustache 


anıl а sumo wrestler’s face - a finc il 
кизцон, Г had thought, for Abdul the 
Bulbul umbent 


Nawab, as 
Wynn, amd his som, Mr. Мой 
Said, the heir apparent to wh. 
sists in calling "the throne 
les, I'm afraid, a drugstore cow- 
ће is thin, oily, eqematous and 
lo mustache, 


hoy 
pewesêd. of 

The Nawah Za 
in fact, he has been one for three ye 


ut of Buro- 
Abbotabad, 
iking. gam- 
к — particularly 
dut of Gordon 
in Rawalpindi. 
here, although Ве lived as he always 
Jud, he took the precaution of giving 


kicked in 1954 
ionary College, 
where he spent his ti 


the mimeograph men 336 for a set of 
the final exams. Gordon Misionary Col- 


Zala is applying to Harvard. He has 
married to a wise and beautiful 
incess, and his father, his mother and 
the rest of the royal family are hoping 
that the sober him somewhat, 
thot 

to benefit any. As for the Nawab Zada, 
the prospect of a steady piece is clearly 
a happy one, He hired an architect to 
build him a honeymoon cottage. but he 
rejected the first draft, for he bud to 
walk 20 yards to get to the princess 
bedroom. He also rejected the second 
draft — the bedroom was at the font of 
he house, In the third and latest draft, 


Че princess? bedroom is at Ше hack of 
the house and next door to the Nawab 
Ада amd its flanked by a moonlit 


terrace, amd the Nawab Zada says it 
could hardly be improved on. 

И what 1 have said. has come ay anye 
thing of а shock to Ме Wilbur Je 
Bender, Chairman of the Commitee 
on Admissions at Harvard. College, In 
ready to take the blame. lt was Г whe 
put ıl ‘of Harvard into th 
Nawab Zada's head, and once it was 
there, 1 couldn't get it out. I met him 
ink a week before 
he was kicked о 
1 had the 
the Nawab Zada wasn't in his dormi 
e wasn't in the dining hall, he 
clas, and those who were 
amused that E should 


ке в 


ge 50) 


pn 


А hîm there, volunteering. { 
а list of Rawalpindi’s fancier bawdy 
houses, at which, they advised n 
Nawab 


might 


reasonably 


e the 
be 


sought. By leaving а few messages at 
such places 1 arranged, at last, to meet 
the Nawab Zada at my hotel at tea 
time, and, when he got there, 1 shook 
his hand and asked if he cared lor a 
beer — its illegal for Moslems, but lor- 
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eigners can get it—and the Nawab 
Zada said, “Of course." 

His hair was slick, but he hadn't 
shaved in several days. He began by 
saying he wasn't taking part in the Ambi 
government, but that as soon as he fin 
ished his studies, his father would teach 
him about his royal duties. Gordon Col 

Tor him, the Nawab Zada 
ıs run by missionaries, who 
awfully touchy about certain 
things; he wanted to go to school in 
America: did [ have any suggestions? 

"Weil, Harvard or Columbia for Гог 
1 sai 


Nawab, 1 desire the best 
I depends on what you're interested 


“Well, 
Nawab 2. 
am girls" 
“There're a lot of interesting 


od.” The Nawab Zada 
һе gared out the window at the hot, 
dusty streets of Rawalpindi. "In Pakis 
he res ere are two hinds 
the kind, if they sec 
u are coming they pull that black 
thing over their face. Also, there are 
the kind. уоп pay them you can en 
joy them, И you know what 1 mean." 
PL Know what you man” 1 за, 
ing my glass uneasily- 
wt И you enjoy them, they don't 
enjoy it, so you really don't enjoy it. 
do you?" 

“OF course not” 1 said. 

ТОГ counc." The Nawab Zada gazed 
out the window once again, and I hur- 
riedly drank my beer; then, turning to 
me with an obscene smile. he said, “Is 
it posible to have a girl in the United 
States?” 

"OF course. Everyone does" 

“I mean.” mid the Nawab Zada, "is 
it possible to have a girl in the United 
States?” 

“Oh! Well, it Бол. against the law, 
bu. 

“But?” 

“but the girs —” 
1 was only worried about the law,” 
а the Nawab Zada, He had a look of 
unruffed confidence. 1 thought it was 
high time to change the subject. 

Do you think there'll be amy Amb 
by the time you're the Nawab?” 1 asked. 

“Pakistan will give it back,” he said 

ionally. "It must! 
“It won't But, even if you can't be a 
wab, you can be a good ове, 
which is more important." 

The Nawab Zada rellecic on this a 

"When I'm the Nawab,” he said, 
presently, "what 1 want to do is abolish 
the vede That way, you can жс the 
girls.” He grinned lasiviously, winked, 
and took another slug of beer. 


TRADE MARK PLOT 


(continued from page 32) 


Bamboo Curtain to be retooled for a 
reappearance as the Spirit of Virility 
on a jar of pickled lizards. Where would 
it all end, I wondered, Would the new 
ponysired Pegasus be rustled Irom his 
off-beat range to advertise some lori 

the Moscow Mule? 
Psyche be press 
into service as a badge for the Soviet 
League of Lady Shoplilters? Or, hor 
ible to contemplate, would the trio 
be drafted en masse to help promote a 
popular new collectivist candy bar called 
The Three Profiteers? 

Though a dear and present danger 
exists, 1 rust that cool heads and full 
glasses will prevail. We must bide ow 
time in ıhe sure knowledge that any 
system of government that fosters the 
production of untrustworthy Masks can 
юс long endure. While awaiting the 
day of reckoning, ме have only to do 
what we can to protect our labels from 
further aggression. Or perhaps we 
shouldn't even try. Perhaps a little re 
Giprocity in the matter of trade marks 
and brand names might serve to reduce 
East West tensions With Santa Claus 
Brand Rolled Oats alrcady on the 
shelves of Bangkok, it mightn't be 
amiss to at least consider the posibili 
tics Communist bloc names might hold 
for the American businessman, 

Among obvious starters we might шу 
introducing Cossuck-Cola, Kremlin ol 
Wheat (with Old Khrush Kringle on 
the box) amd Mao Tsetung Gum 
(available în both spearminsk and pep 
permins flavors), N.K.V.D.!s might not 
be bad for a brand of long underwear 
and it would be impossible to beat 
обр. ıe for a new deo 
dorant. sounds like just 

drains, 


even without the и 
and might be introduced by means ol 
а television series based on the adv 
of Shepilov. Cassidy. 
ink, too, of what the 
ers of ladies harnesses could do with 
names like Cominform and Po 
Front. Alo the 
Brest-Litovsk is another plum 
to be plucked. A very attractive 
рани could по doubt be built ar 


quota in my Brest-Litovsk bra,” 
There's Malen ET 
throat irrita shies 


problems of irregularity. Best of all, 
though, would be GrapeNyen, ше 
breakfast of Bolsheviks! 

Only one small problem remains 
who would buy the damned ва 
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pet any legitimate business expense. One check pays for 
‘everything. An inealuable record for tax and bookkeeping 
purposes. Your accountant will verify this 
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ACCLAIMED BY NEARLY 400,000 MEMBERS. Your 
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А complete directory and guide to over 9,000 of tho 
World's finest RESTAURANTS, NIGHT CLUBS, HOTELS, 
FLORISTS, MOTELS through the coxcness or моток 
нота, AUTO RENTALS through пита RENT-A-CAP; later 
State UQUOR GIFTS through mEvenAce снет SERVICE. 
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‘own personalized Diners Club credit cards. Membership 
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zine, a monthly publication featuring famous writers and 
new member establishments. 


ћеге'5 why you will want to join the Diners’ Club 


Dini Cl card! 
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‘Australia — in fact, neatly every corner of the world, and your creditis good 
wherever you go, 
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TO THE DINERS’ CLUB OFFICE NEAREST YOU: 


кєт vonx corr (1): Empire State Bide, 
¡caco (2): 33 N, La Salle St. 


J: Dupont Cde Вар, + xew ома 7 Intl Trade Mart 
127 Montgomery St. © СААРА 1203 Bay St, Toronto, Ontario 
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PLAYBOY 


вв 


OUTER MONGOLIA 
(continued тот page 60) — the game, and. 


was promptly catapulted down the 
vulnerable passage that was their center t taste 
nd the bar 


over to the corner. He № 
sober as a judge 


‘over your alter 


“Everything?” 


broke into spon 


see you fora "I you look hack 


Phelan to tell him 1 was th 
planed everthing” 
за 
fe wold me all grat athletes have. 
me crushing deleat to bring 
v point Every. out the Killer idi ыг makes a 
Е Won," Fessler said. "Hc 
bout due for И because 
"Tii xwi too much, 1 broke бона Чика imr ol evê 
мета grabbed ate” 
Fever by the am. Ted's think 
Mr, Fessler, Td like 


weh with 


it objectively,” 


he said. "vou can «e where 1 was a 


self and followed 


J said, “you ce 
му hard luck. 


Me chuckled a 
to the bar. 


"you се "Pancho Segura?” 


“To tell you the 
feeling pretty down 
awhile there tonight," 


Segura. Why sho 


“Around the park slowly, Henry, ат 
stop looking in the rear view mirror! 


ıo Tuesday morning.” 
and started. hack 


No." he said, turning back, “Р; 
Gonzales. 1 told you Гуе already beaten. 
d 1 play him адай 


И тум 
у throat, "Yo 


PORCOSITO 


(continued from pa 


în the fiel 
the blade of the spear wa 
dean. The redness of it was n 
ected redness. 

"Thus she knew what the lile men 

10 Gargantua, She would have 
she could; but the: wa 
ipe away her teary and she 
was а proud woman, So she forced her 
self to pretend to be asleep, 

Later she wrote: Г knew that this was 
the end. 1 was sorry. In this place T 
have felt strangely calm and free, hap 
pier than I have ever been since ту 
dear mother nsed to hold me in her 
arms and tell me all the stories Г told 
heve; stories of gods and heroes and 
Pyemies and giants, and of men with 
wings 

Bot that 


ight, looking through the 
ashes of her half-clowed e 
Tick untying the blade of the spear. Не 
worked for an hour before he got it 
loose, and then he had a sort ol dirk, 
which he com 
a trouserdeg, Tack, she thinks, 
watching him also: for as soon 
as Tick closed his eyes and began to 
breathe evenly, he took out the knife 
which he had never allowed them to 
away from him, and stabbed his 
+ through the heart 

He carried the body out of the range 
‘of her vision. and left it where he let it 
fall, Lalouette never knew where. 


* ие saw 


“The fire?" she suid, calmly 
“Ab ves T 1 will put wood on 
the fire, and then perhaps we may he 
alone after ай this time.” 

Tack went away and 
wanted. He did not return. The disposi- 

his bones, and the scars an Ше 

ted that he was Killed by a bo: 
There was но more driftwond nearby 
Ta e ие to pick up 
whaten find, As T умо 
it he stopped to gather sticks, and 
looked up into the furious and bloody 
eyes of a great angry boar gathering 
This must be so: there 
is no other way of accounting for the 
af his shattered bones, Hene, 
of a pig, a pair of curl 
tusks, and two little тей eves 

The last words in what n 
cribed as Lalouctie's Jour 
Jaws 
A wind А blowing. The fi 
od grant that my end may be won. 

This is the history of the Quecu of 
ig Island, and of tbe bones Captain 


Oxford found, 
[У] 


dowete 


y be dev 
ı1 are av fob 


is dying 


mes's direv: a, m 1ı sl деа ше вв 
эше ee and ler, све or hack песка 
Er 


SY DEVORE 
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LANGUAGE f 


INGUAPHONE 


The World's Stondord Conversational 


FRENCH 
GERMAN » JAPANESE = RUSSIAN * ITALIAN 
MODERN GREEK—ony of 34 languages 
Т АНЕ а. Cyst 


НОМАМ STORY 


(continued from page 26) 


dextor gets а cable that his mother has 
been dead trom old age for a month 
already. The Russians have been keep: 
ing it a secret to have something to hold 
over him, and he realizes in the nick of 
time that he would have been betraying 
his country and his patient ironically 
for nothing. 
"So there is a qu 
а Harles 


bur colorful wed- 
synagogue, with the 


ng. kid? With all this religious 
material my own waining as а Coptic 
comes in pretty handy.” Bosley dug into 
the décolletage and drew forth a massive 
‘crucifix in jeweler's bronze from its rest 
ing place deep in the nest of black lı 

got a deep feeling of sympathy for 
every single character in the story.” 

is that how it ends, with the wed 
1 asked, 

“You're a generation behind. kid. Pic 
tures don't end with those clichés any 
more.” Bosley looked away politely whik 
1 picked Ока “Lile is a st 
kid, and we're depicting life. Now alter 
the Estimo girl agrees tn give up Сов. 
тшм, and Georgie agrees to give up 


living, except 


When he was 
harpist, but who ever heard of a bastard 
harpist? Now that he's married the 


Eskimo, he quits the ring amd goes to 
technical school under the Gl. Bill. 
While he's in school, he invents a cheap. 
process for color television based on the 


ing would be copacet 
А is still pining away f 
ul Georgie can sense it 
Took of tuse slanty eves of hers’ 
› what happens?” 

Һе final scene is in Bows’ Town, 
where the kindly Irish padre who runs 
place receives George Washing 
cîn and his bride with open arms. 
They pick out six colored kids. all ol 

terrible diseases. be 

ко prove that everybody 
ndicaps like Georgie 

on Georgie and 

hand iı hand 

Followed by the 


overcome. h 
ање. 


а smash. 
When we were once again on the 
sidewalk. 1 said, “You're going to make 
{concluded overlea]) 


iege TU Min 


Distinctive ties for men of taste 
Foch Ne 56 inches long; neatly 
перелив cut fer fine keting. 


А Свон Grey ond brown, 58. 
‘ond coton. 


D White helk: 
stripes en block 
Weal end coron- 


E Red, block ond 


den stripes. Silk: 
end cation. 


S250 ech Three for $7.00 Five for $10.00 
Write for swatches Ме CODA рим. 


IF you're fishing for popularity 
there’s no better date-bait than 
shoes that sport a MICROSHEEN 
shine. Yes, a guy with GRIFFIN 
wicROSHEEN polish catches а 
doll's eye fost. And it's 
MICROSHEEN'S combination of 
costly waxes, rare conditioning- 
ой and weather-proof silicones 
that does the trick. Ве с sport 
treat yourself to o can of 
GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN and step 
out in real style. 


/ din 


GRIFFIN 
MICROSHEEN 
STAIN 

BOOT POLISH 


Black + Brown + Tan 
Oxblood + Cordovan + Red 
Mahogany + Blue - Neutral 


history with this on 

‘Thanks, kid. 1 think so too. It's a 
мате Г won't be able to see you before 
1 hop the Chief." 


mish my basic research, 
aldo to knock out a 
very human novel from that story. Хо 
y in it, but it's worth its weight 


wt hurt 
on the picture.” Bosley 
cautiously, ^L might as 
t 1 bumped into the 


rally in the 
divulge any names, but they're dyii 
do Ше book amd lyrics on my sto 
They figure ИИ be another South 
cilic . ... Well, when you hit L-A., give 
me a bell. Maybe 1 can give you a push 
at one of the studios, just for old times” 
sake, Stay loose, kid 

Bosley Feibush raised. 


well and turned away t b 
Broadway crowd, his shoulders hunched 
Forward a like 
а Sunday swin 


Coney 
he disappeared 
of a taxi, a su 
by the fierce 


to the yawning mouth 
immer sucked out of sight 
dertow 


MAN IN BATH 


(continued рот page 29) 


eschew the stimulating shower for the 
almostcold full tab — Цена which there's 
g better Тог simultaneous relaxing 


For the freshening morning clean up, 
ме suggest you start of with a body 
temperature shower whose head is ade 
justed so that the water droppeth on you 
as doth the gentle rain from heaven, like 
the poet sid. Then, lathered up and 
ready lor the rinse, you'll turn the lever 
for a harder spray, at a lower temperi 
ture, On the other hand, if its one of 
Those wishthe-workd-wouldend mornings 
alter, the almost traumatic shock of a 
han'driving icy shower will pay off 


an important part of the ritual of the 
bath or shower is the thorough wetting: 
down of the skin and that vigorous sense 
of well-being that comes from the 
the ub 
I che bath, 


ıleman worth his Corvette would think 
of forget 
day comes in every known containe 
consistency. 


ng the deodorant, which to- 
d 
Find one you like — solid. 
~ and use it alter every 
Amd today. men's colognes 
am aroma of fresh. 


Микеле fresh essence of lime. И the citrus 


coterie isn't to your liking, there's the 
hole realm of spices, roots and barks, 
Shaving, too, can be elevated from the 
realm of the tedious. Whether you prefer 
safety or straight razor», and 
whether your lather ıs hand-rubbed, 
brushed. or exploded from a bomb, the 
main thing is to make the shave itself 
so effortless amd 
have 
ing effect on your face, your appear 
nd your sell-estecn 


Three ingredients 
hicving this h 
of allairs, all easily yours. First, what 


ever shaving p 


om you wee, pre 
gh soapand-water 
s. especially the stub 
Next. rinse very thoro, 
wet. apply preparation. И 
n. let it “set” a moment 
For a closer shave, une 
application. (Incidentally, 
d guys who hav 
beards may find a twicca day 
shave is less 
dose shave) work 
good. wet. rich maw of iı, rather 
ty and billowy. 
is the water of the shave 
There's no de 


code it by a ши 
washing of the 
bie arı 


proper. 
the very best shave on earth can he got 


from the old- d straight razor 


men-on-ıhe-go have either the time or 
patience for this daily rite. Fast 
tune with the times, and a Jot of guys 
keep am extra one handy at the ofice 
and in the car for lastminute whisker 
removal. Or perhaps you prefer to get 
d of your fuzzy Facade with the tied: 
single 

theres 


nothing but individual preference to 
dictate your choke. since properly 
wielded they all do a good job. The 
ngle at which the razor is held. how 
ever. has much to do with its efficiency 
mon the stubble. The best 
of attack” is 00° from th 
of growth, and most safeties 
designed to hang automatically in you 
hand and glide on your skin at 
AIL will do their best, hos 
И rinsed after each shaving stroke 
used as wet as they'll get. And don’t for: 
bcuer 
И you're а curly top who's 
» uy shaving 
blade 


et that the sharper the razor the 
the shave 


for each shave; chances are, you'll stick 
to th 


a for Ше. 


setem ol preven 
afterahave 
functions at on 
moval of any pore-clog 
the shave prep 
nicks. it closes the pores 

feel tinglingly clean and fresh, 
VIL seem so to others, 100. Finish off 
wich tale if you wish. 


ion performs sev 
it assures the re 
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PLAYBOY 


Fond object of every girl's dreams 
‚+, Ours В executed of ТАК gold 
in finely detailed bos relief with 
Jeweled eye. She'll think of you 

mly for the thoughtful prom- 
things to come. 
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ramp, sole. delivery, sofisfection «ted. 
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Do you have: a 
„RICH MAN'S" 


Save money on 
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Be an EXECUTIVE, 


ça Junior...not 


a Junior 
executive! 
an 
ER 
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PLAYBOY'S 
INTERNATIONAL 
DATEBOOK 


in September. 
baw to the bacchanaliaı 
and beer barrels roll out by the score 


Lul 
of sport lor 
ew Уш. The Sau. 
Inte Septem 


shenanigans 
эса, Spain, and the 
the Piterday Fiddlers 
at gothic Ribeauvillé, France, whe 

liate white Alsatian wine gushes day 
in the market 


Tong from the lounta 


id type, sum- 
а in the balm 
islands of the Pacific. In as few as eight 
hows Irom the Coast, you can be pick 

S ой street stalls at Wak 
ct 10 nearby 

Hukilow 


ileal skirts 
$125 from 


now the Jusher hotels 


/ Collins Avenue arc pushing 
wel prices—as low as 519 

Saxony, the 1 

and an eq 


just 560 a week. National Airlines 
whisks vou round trip from New York 
for S88 plus 

Or c 
outdoors you с 
¡mer months, Gotha 
are for you, 


ах for а prewinter taste of 
nd sand. 


Theatres are reopen 
Fotaurants are jamming up ance 
€. the ponies are running at Belmont 
im the Village 

r. As the say 


amuck Chase 
For further information on any of the 
above, write to Playboy Render Service, 
232 Е. Ohio St. Chicago 11, Illinois. 
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lights in ony weather 
never goes dry 
M Бум in ony weather 
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INJECTION SYSTEM 
thet 108, 
ond зро А hore 
Buon on Ве эде en 


guarded wich os wech: 


Ji never goes dry became ıl 

hor e vale ful 

Tal men supply. trode 

lightwerght—clewely епо 

of chrome ond pla, o 

y e ran, Your tol wl 
л alce at 
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Orly $475 posta 


FOELLER COMPANY 
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DRUMS 


Complete for 
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NEXT MONTH плувок peeks in on a succulent sun- 
bather enjoying Old Sel on a posh penthouse terrace 

reminisces with Robert Paul Smith obout The Goofy Girls 
of The Roaring Twenties . . . gets mod with Mox Shulmon 
at super-serious stud poker players. . . chuckles with Roy 
Russell over о low-down subject . . . asks and answers, with 
Herbert Gold, ıl боп Do Nice Artistic Girls? 


pointed que 


Terrarien has not only been called "the 
sincerest form of flattery” (Charles 
Caleb. Colon) — it has aho been called 
“the tribute mediocrity pays to genius” 
(Oscar Wilde). So it i» with по small 
amount of satislartion that we note that 
ıı Avnoy is presently the most imitated 
At last count, 
more than two dozen not too-reasonable 
Laesimiles were crowding the newsstands, 
featured an entire subscription depart 
in semi dres (à la nıAvaov's Sub- 
Playmate Janet. Pil- 
grim) and Plowhoy's Platinum Haylojt 
ter wiAvaoy's Penthouse Apartment) 
ıt bed surrounded by shark 

But “the imitator is 
poor kind of creature" (James McNeill 
Whistler) and “almost all absurdity of 

ames from the 


America. 


ling a parody called. Plo 


imitation of 
we cm net resemble 
There is only one 


(Samuel Johnson). 
d it has becom 

three 

for the sophisticated urban 


FLAYROY Tittle 
than 
handbook 

So il you ate a man, urban by Lact 


more yeats—a veritable 
mole 
or fancy. we suggest you subscribe to this 
bi The name 
(must we remind ус Avaov 


of all men's magazines, 
again?) 
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(You save $5.00 from the 
regular single-copy price.) 
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